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Quincy's  Leading  Men's  Store 

OUR  STOCK  OF  SUITS  FOR  YOUNG  MEN 
IS  THE  MOST  COMPLETE  IN  QUINCY 


Cop/right  Hart  S  chaff aer  &  Marx 


WAIST   SEAM   MODELS 


IN  DIFFERENT  VARIATIONS 

ARE  THE  NEWEST  STYLES 

FOR  YOUNG  MEN 


Hart,  Schaffner 
&  Marx 


MANUFACTURE  OUR  CLOTHES 
AND  WE  GUARANTEE  THEM  TO 
GIVE  ABSOLUTE  SATISFACTION 


SPEC1IAL   DISCOUNT 

TO  THE  YOUNG  MEN  OF 
THE  GRADUATION  CLASS 


TALBOT-QUINCY,  Inc. 


CLARENCE  D.  FRAZIER,  Mgr. 


1387  Hancock  Street 


Quincy,  Mass. 


Pierce's  Studio 

Special  Rates 
to  Graduates 

Adams  Building,  Quincy 

Phone:  Quincy  2247-M 


Bond's  Gift  Shop 
and  Studio 

95  EAST  BEAL  STREET 

near  R.  R.  Station 

We  Carry  a  Full  Line  of 

Art  Novelties 

Cards — Toys 

Pictures   (Framed  and  Unframed) 

Our   new   Photographic   Studio 
will     be     ready     this     month. 

Bond,  The  Photographer 
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Editorials 

In  consideration  of  the  unusual  war-time 
demands,  to  which  the  school  has  nobly  re- 
sponded, the  Senior  Class  decided  that  one 
large  Senior  Edition  of  the  Golden  Rod 
would  suffice  for  this  year.  We,  the  members 
of  the  Staff,  having  complied  with  the  wishes 
of  the  class,  hope  that  this  edition  is  satisfac- 
tory to  all.  We  wish  to  thank  all,  students 
and  advertisers,  for  the  enthusiastic  co-opera- 
tion which  they  have  shown. 


"1919"  realizes  the  debt  of  gratitude  which 
it  owes  to  the  faculty  for  the  untiring  atten- 
tion which  they  have  proffered,  and  wishes  to 
extend  to  them  a  heartfelt  thanks  for  their 
efforts. 


The  Class  of  1919,  although  claiming  no 
specific  superiority  over  its  predecessors,  has 
through  the  enthusiasm  and  ability  of  its  offi- 
cers and  members,  placed  on  the  files  of  the 
school  history,  a  standard  which  has  never,  and 
can  never  be  rivaled.     We  are  proud  of  this 


record  and  sincerely  hope  that  the  same  en- 
thusiasm which  has  been  demonstrated  by  the 
members  of  the  senior  class  during  their  High 
School  career  will  live  with  them  and  bring 
them  success. 


The  staff  sincerely  hopes  that  no  offense 
will  be  felt  because  of  the  characterizing 
quotations  used,  since  all  have  been  chosen 
with  the  best  spirit  and  good  will. 

"If  the  coat  fits  put  it  on."  If  it  doesn't, 
why  worry? 


The  support  and  co-operation  shown  by  the 
Junior  Class  in  all  senior  affairs  of  this  year 
can  hardly  be  surpassed.  Their  strong  sup- 
port of  the  athletic  teams  was  only  excelled 
by  their  loyal  support  of  and  generous  finan- 
cial aid  to  the  Senior  Dramatics.  This  excel- 
lent spirit  should  serve  as  an  example  for  the 
lower  classes,  and  as  an  incentive  for  the 
Senior  Class. 


Seniors:  Watch  your  step.  There  are  still 
a  few  weeks,  most  important  to  the  success  of 
the  class,  which  can  not  be  neglected.  You 
have  thus  far,  most  praiseworthily  and  faith- 
fully, upheld  the  honor  of  the  class.  Don't 
Relax!  Don't  Throw  Over  Your  Responsi- 
bility! Fight  to  the  end  and  the  reward  will 
be  complete  victory  for  a  most  deserving  class. 


The  world  war  is  over  but  the  war  work  is 
not.  Your  summer  vacation  is  at  hand.  Will 
you  waste  it  or  will  you  make  your  time  valu- 
able to  yourself  and  to  your  country?  Do 
something  which  will  aid  your  country,  never 
more  needy  than  at  the  present  time.  Is  there 
anything  of  greater  benefit  to  the  health  or 
financial  condition  than  an  outdoor  position 
on  a  farm?  Get  particulars  from  the  Princi- 
pal and  enroll  at  once  in  a  service,  beneficial 
to  the  country  and  to  yourself* 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


Twenty   Years    Afterward 


"Well,  I  must  say,  Dot,  it  seems  good  to 
see  someone  from  the  old  Q.  H.  S.  We  surely 
did  have  some  good  times  down  there  even  if 
we  didn't  like  to  stay  in  and  study.  I'll  never 
forget  that  first  day  that  I  timidly  walked 
through  the  door  of  the  school,  feeling  like 
a  fish  out  of  water,  and  afraid  that  if  they 
knew  how  green  I  was  I  would  be  forcibly 
ejected." 

"Oh,  Treck,  that  reminds  me  of  the  time 
I  got  lost  on  the  second  floor,  looking  for 
room  thirteen.  That  was  a  tragic  experience 
in  my  young  life." 

"On  my  program  card  was  a  study  period 
marked  room  fourteen  and  I  hunted  all  over 
the  building  before  Mr.  Collins  explained  that 
it  was  not  14  but  H  and  meant  Hall." 

"I'll  never  forget  those  upper  classmen, 
Treck,  I  never  passed  one  of  them  without 
shrinking  about  two  feet." 

"We  did  feel  small  at  first,  but  we  had 
some  good  fun.  It  was  that  first  year  that  the 
'fire  escape  monarchy'  was  set  up  with  Claire 
McDonald  as  king.  The  step  was  a  throne  on 
which  McDonald,  O'Brien,  and  I  would  allow 
nobody  else  to  sit  at  recess.  Many  were  the 
battles  which  we  boys  fought  for  the  posses- 
sion of  that  throne." 

"Midge  Cole  made  a  name  for  herself  that 
year;  she  never  started  for  school  till  twelve 
past  eight  and  got  there  nearly  on  time — every 
other  morning.     She  was  a  great  kid !" 

"Talking  of  first  impressions,  Dot,  I  made 
a  good  estimation  of  the  members  of  Mr. 
Mansur's  Latin  Class.  Looking  over  the 
group,  I  tried  to  guess,  from  personal  appear- 
ances, who  would  be  the  leaders  and  I  was 
especially  struck  with  one  small,  quiet  chap. 
I  had  to  admit  later  in  the  year  that  although 
he  might  be  a  smart  youth,  he  surely  could  not 
do  Latin.  The  youth  was  John  Flavin  who 
ever  after  the  first  year  has  led  all  his  classes 
in  Latin." 

"Not  many  exciting  things  happened  during 
our  first  year.    We  saved  most  of  our  deviltry 


till  our  Junior  and  Senior  years.    Speaking  of 
deviltry  reminds  me  of  Djerf — " 

"Do  you  remember  Fred  Djerf?  He  was 
a  funny  chap.  The  first  I  remember  about 
him  was  the  time  we  were  studying  or,  better, 
were  supposed  to  be  studying  in  room  two. 
Djerf  got  up  and  started  to  leave  the  class. 
When  Miss  Atwood  asked  him  where  he  was 
going  he  began  to  cry  and  said,  T'm  going  to 
the  office  to  get  a  new  study  room.  I  can't 
study  in  here.'  Studious  youth,  the  rest  of 
us  never  even  tried  to  study  during  a  Commer- 
cial Geography  recitation." 

"Do  you  remember  John  Preti?" 

"Yes,  but  it's  strange  that  I  don't  remember 
Preti  that  year  as  our  illustrious  student  but 
as  a  monkey.  He  always  spent  his  recesses 
climbing  the  willow  trees,  which  overhang  the 
pond,  and  dropping  to  the  ground  from  higher 
limbs  than  any  others  dared." 

"We  were  green  our  freshman  year,  I'll 
have  to  admit,  but  in  athletics  at  least  we 
shone  brighter  than  any  freshman  class  has 
since." 

"In  an  interclass  track  meet  we  won  more 
points  than  all  the  other  classes  combined. 
Then  it  was  that  Bill  Lindsay  first  made  a 
name  for  himself.  A  couple  of  our  best  ath- 
letes left  us  that  year,  do  you  remember  them  ? 
Newton  Dodge  our  crack  basket-ball  player 
and  high-jumper  and  Batts,  our  star  sprinter." 

"When  we  came  back  to  school  the  next 
fall,  dignified  sophomores,  most  of  the  girls 
had  lost  their  pig-tails  in  the  vacation  scuffle 
and  the  fellows  came  rigged  out  in  new  long 
trousers.     That  was  funny  !" 

"It  sure  seemed  good  when  we  realized  we 
were  no  longer  the  greenest  in  the  school." 

"Wasn't  it  about  this  time,  Treck,  that 
Hughes  came  into  the  lime  light  with  his 
monkey  shines  ?  He  was  a  sketch  !  I  can  re- 
member him  in  my  sophomore  home  room 
where  he  tormented  the  life  out  of  the  poor 
teacher.     She  finally  left;  I  still  think  it  was 
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because   she     couldn't     stand     Hughes     any  when  you  began  to  sing — oh,  what  harmony !" 

longer."  "I   remember  our  junior  and   senior  years 

"It  seems  odd  that  Djerf  comes  to  my  mind  better  than  the  others.  That  was  where  we 
again.  Our  freshman  year  Mr.  Mansur  bet  began  to  be  interested  in  the  Latin  and  Thalia 
Djerf  a  dollar  that  he  could  not  pass  Latin  Clubs.  They  must  have  bloomed  out  after 
with  Miss  O'Neil.  Our  sophomore  year  Fred  we  started  to  give  our  able  assistance  in  run- 
started  right  in  leading  our  class  and  at  the  ning  them." 

end  of  the  year  Miss  O'Neil  presented  him  "Strange,  our  junior  and  senior  years  did 

with  a  dollar  and  a  half  Latin  grammar.    That  not  impress  me  as  did  the  others.     We  were 

was  the  only  class  in  which  he  was  known  to  interested  in  baseball  and  football  those  years, 

work."  Do  you  remember  Charlie  Hedges,  Blanchard, 

"By  the  by,   have   you   heard  anything  of  Dean,  and  Loring  O'Brien?    They  were  good 

Miss  O'Neil  since  we  left  school?    My!  those  all-around   athletes.     It  was  a  pity   O'Brien 

first  few  weeks  we  thought  we  were  taking  didn't  stay  to  graduate." 

our  lives  in  our  hands  every  time  we  entered  "Oh  your   debating     society !       Remember 

her  door."  when  Fat  Forsyth,  Bill  Shyne,  Wally  Trump- 

"Did  you  have  Miss  Cochrane  in  any  sub-  er,  and  you  tried  to  outdo  woman  in  the  art 

jects?     She  was  a  cracker-jack  teacher.     She  of  arguing?     Most  of  you  proved  you  should 

was  Miss  O'Neil  without  murdering  us  and  have  worn  skirts,  but  we  still  have  to  give  the 

Miss  Seymour  without  letting  us  loaf."  cake  to  Florence  Hoagland  when  it  comes  to 

"Surely  you  haven't  forgotten  our  first  elec-  talking." 
tion,  that  impressive  affair?  The  ballot  looked  "There  were  some  mighty  interesting  sen- 
like a  Chinese  puzzle  to  me,  at  first.  Let's  iors  in  that  club,  Curtin,  Nicholson,  and  others 
see,  who  were  our  officers?  Oh  yes,  Norman  but  our  old  class  of  1919  had  as  many  men 
Dodge  was  president ;  Martha  Pyyny,  vice,  on  the  team  in  that  interschool  debate  as  did 
and  Millie  Geddes,  secretary.     Willis  Burgess  the  seniors  themselves." 

was  our  treasurer.     Millie  was  a  faithful  HI'  "I  suppose  Miss  Thompson  is  still  teaching 

secretary.      I   can   still     see     her     struggling  in  Quincy  High,  or  is  she  a  college  professor 

through  those  long  reports.     The  rest  of  our  now?    Her  pupils  would  slight  even  the  terri- 

offlcers  must  have  made  a  conspiracy,  for  they  ble  Miss  O'Neil  before  they  would  come  into 

left  us  soon  afterwards  and  shook  off  the  cob-  'math.'  unprepared." 

webs  of  Q.  H.  S."  "And  that  was  the  year,  wasn't  it,  that  you 

"Miss   Atwood   made   a   lasting  impression  were  elected  to  'the  graveyard  of  politicians'  to 

on  me  that  year.     Do  you  remember  how  she  vise     one     of    Daddy's     favorite    expressions, 

used  to  go   out  one  door  and   in  another  to  Bill  Lindsay   was   elected  president  but  who 

catch  her  pupils  whispering?     She  was  funny  else  was  elected?" 

with  her  exaggerated  gestures  and  facial  ex-  "Don't  tell  me  you  have  forgotten  Walter 

pressions   but   she   surely   could   hold   the   in-  O'Brien  who  continually  came  round,  during 

terest  of  her  class."  our  senior  year,  to  deprive  us  of  our  money?" 

"Have  you   forgotten  our  first  school  con-  "Oh,  yes,  he  certainly  was  conspicuous  that 

cert?     I'll  never  forget  scrambling  over  those  year.      'Member   when   he    was    supposed    to 

rickety  steps.     When  we  finally  got  uncom-  have   his   picture   taken   and   you   had   to   go 

fortably  settled  on  the  bleachers  I  found  two  hunting  for  him?" 

of  the  sharpest  knees  I  ever  saw  firmly  im-  "Our  home  rooms  were  fun,  weren't  they? 

planted  in  my  back."  And  those  poor  teachers  we  were  inflicted  on, 

"That  was  some  concert.     You  all  looked  or   rather   who   were  inflicted   on  us !     They 

like   cats   on   a    fence,   perched   up  there   and  were   to  be   pitied.     There   was   Miss    Zellar 
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who  tried  to  teach  Wally  Trumper  German ; 
Miss  Thompson  and  her  angles  ;  Misses  Dawes 
and  Taber.  who  taught  us' the  eccentricities  o£ 
'shall'  and  'will';  Miss  O'Neil,  who  dragged 
us  through  weary  hours  of  Vergil ;  and  Daddy 
Roache  who  distributed  misery  in  room  three. 
Miss  Howe  and  Miss  Damon  vainlv  drilled 
us  in  "parlez-vous."  I  can't  'parlez-vous'  now 
can  you,  Treck?" 

"The  Debating  Society  was  a  great  success 
that  year  and  the  Latin  Club  socials  kept 
making  the  college  pupils  more  and  more  de- 
generate. It  was  funny  to  see  some  of  the 
poor  grinds  trying  to  dance  and  enjoy  them- 
selves." 

1  'Member  when  glass  proved  no  obstacle  to 
Djerf?  Some  crash!  He  recovered  enough, 
though,  to  haunt  the  second  floor  corridor  at 
one-fifteen.  I  wonder  why  that  place  was  so 
popular  with  some  of  our  members?" 

"Seems  funny.  I  thought  we  were  rather 
dignified  our  senior  year." 

"Have  you  forgotten  Freak  Day?  That 
was  really  one  of  the  most  exciting  days 
Q.  H.  S.  ever  knew.  We  girls  all  trailed  in 
with  curls,  pig-tails,  and  big  bows,  none  the 
worse  for  their  long  season  of  cold  storage. 
The  fellows  couldn't  bear  to  be  outdone  in 
frightfulness,  so  they  parted  their  hair  in  the 


middle.  Weren't  they  mama's  boys?  That 
was  when  Horace  Ripley  took  the  cake  by 
reversing  the  process  of  dressing.  Oh,  and 
when  Blanchard  and  Lozowick  took  a  sudden 
passion  for  filling  waste  baskets,  much  to  the 
distress  of  a  young  lady — " 

" — And  the  Dramatics  I  guess  neither  of 
us  has  forgotten  them.  It  seems  like  yester- 
day. Wally  Trumper  never  could  help  being 
funny,  could  he?  Do  you  remember  Nathan? 
I  "11  never  forget  him  that  night  waving  his 
hands  wildly  to  draw  music  from  our  bashful 
orchestra." 

"That  play  surely  was  good.  I  haven't  en- 
joyed anything  since  nearly  as  much.  Have 
you  forgotten  Trude  Dahl,  that  marvelous 
girl,  who  was  actually  seen  taking  home  a 
Muzzey  two  nights  in  succession?  O,  and 
Higgins  and  his  jazz  band !  We  were  quite 
a  collection." 

"Well.  Dot.  I  surely  am  glad  to  have  seen 
you  and  to  have  had  this  chat.  It  seems  good 
to  talk  over  old  times  again.  There  may  have 
been  classes  with  higher  scholarship  or  more 
athletic  ability,  but  you  can  bet  your  boots 
that  there  never  was  a  class  quite  like  the  one 
of  good  old  1919." 

Dot  Joyce,  Trescott  Abele, 

Historians. 


The    Woods 


Who  isn't  glad  to  get  away, 

Far  from  the  beaten  track? 
To  drop  the  cares  of  everyday, 

And  hit  the  trail  for  the  shack? 
Where  trout  and  deer  and  fox  and  jay, 

Seem  glad  you're  coming  back? 

I  roam  at  will  with  rod  and  gun. 

And  live  alone  at  my  ease. 
I  linger  long  where  shafts  of  sun 

Stab  the  sombre  shade  of  the  trees. 
And  a  great  change  o'er  me  seems  to  come, 

When  I  breath  the  sweet,  cool  breeze. 


I  sit  in  the  stern  of  my  birch  canoe. 

And  slip  away  with  the  stream. 
The  whole  world  is  so  bright  in  hue, 

It  seems  like  a  splendid  dream. 
Far  up,  the  eagle  flecks  the  blue  ; 

Nearby  the  blue-jay  lifts  his  scream. 

When  Night  shuts  down  with  dead-black  cowl, 

And  on  the  boughs  I  lie, 
I  hear  the  mournful  hoot  of  an  owl, 

Perched  in  some  tree  nearby, 
And  hear  the  night- wind  moan  and  howl, 

'Mong  the  pines  against  the  sky. 

John  O.  Holden,  1920. 
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So    It    Seems 


ABELE,   TRESCOTT   T.  "Treck" 

Debating  Society;  Dramatics ;  Latin  Club; 

Golden  Rod;  Class  Historian. 
And  I  love  wisdom  more  than  she  loves  me. 

ALDEN,  HELEN 
Dramatics. 

The  Devil  hath  not,  in  all  his  quiver's  choice, 
An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a  sweet  voice. 

ASNES,  REBECCA 

Who  deserves  well,  needs     not     another's 
praise. 

AUSTIN,  WINEFRED  M.  F. 

As  silent  as  the  pictures  on  the  wall. 

AXBERG,  ELLA  J. 
Glee  Club;  Dramatics. 
Her  stature  tall — I  hate  a  dumpy  woman. 

BAGG,  LUCY  M.  "Lou" 

Thalia    Club;    English    Club;     Orchestra; 

Latin  Club. 
I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtesy. 

BAILEY,  MARION  F. 

Charms  strike  the  sight,  but  merit  wins  the 
soul. 

BANKS,  GORDON  T. 

Debating    Society;    Basket    Ball;    English 

Club. 
For  every  inch  that  is  not  fool  is  rogue. 

BARNARD,  RUTH  E. 

It  is  a  great  gift  to  be  able  to  look  wise  and 
say  nothing. 

BARROWS,  ROBERT  A. 

Debating    Society;     Baseball;    Dramatics ; 

Basket  Ball. 
While  there  is  life,  there's  hope. 

BASSETT,  LAURA  I. 
Glee  Club. 
She  moves  a  goddess,  and  she  looks  a  queen. 

BERGFORS,  CARL  W. 

What  sweet  delight  a  quiet  life  affords. 


BISHOP,  MILDRED  E. 

Heaven  bless  thee ! 
Thou  hast  the  sweetest  face  I  ever  looked 
on. 

BISSETT,  DORIS  F. 

Glee  Club;  English  Club;  Dramatics ;  Ban- 
quet Committee. 
If  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair, 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it. 

BIZZOZERO,   ERNEST  "Bizz" 

I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his  name  is. 

BLANCHARD,  J.  LAWRENCE        "Larry" 
Athletics;  Capt.  Basketball  1919. 
He  had  a  head  to  contrive,  a  tongue  to  per- 
suade,  and  a  hand   to   execute  any  mis- 
chief. 

BLOMQUIST,  AMY  E. 
Dramatics;  Glee  Club. 
She's  a  good  creature. 

BROWN,  HOMER  W.  "Brownie" 

And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing 
'Tis  that  I  may  not  weep. 

CAHILL,  ROBERT  H. 

He  was  a  veray  parfit  gentil  knight. 

CAIN,  DOROTHY  E. 

Blessed  are  the  meek,  for  they  shall  inherit 
the  earth. 


CAIRNS.  LILA  C. 

Who  is't  can  read  a  woman? 


"Liza" 


CHEVERIE,  EUPHEMIA 

The  secret  of  success  is  constancy  to  pur- 
pose. 

COHEN,  HAROLD  I.  "Ira" 

But  in  the  way  of  a  bargain — mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 

COLBERT,  EDITH  E. 

To   be   slow   in   words   is   a   woman's   only 
virtue. 
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COLE,   MARJORIE  "Midge" 

Thalia  Club;  Latin   Club;  Dramatics, 
To  the  young  this  is  a  world  of  action,  not 
for  moping  and  droning  in. 

CRAIG.  LILLIAN  G. 
Glee  Club. 
A  maiden  fair  and  tall. 

CURTIS.  HARVEY  A.  "Gravy" 

Basketball. 
He  seems  so  near  and  yet  so  far. 

CURTIS.  HELEN 

No   titles    doth  her   name   adorn, 
But  quietly  her  fame  is  drawn. 

CURTIS.  Jr..  LEWIS  N. 

I'll  speak  in  a  monstrous  little  voice. 

DAHL.  GERTRUDE  E.  "Trudie" 

Glee  Club;  Reception  Committee. 
Of  all  fruitless  errands,  sending  a  tear  to 

look-  after  a  day  that  is  gone  is  the  most 

fruitless. 

DAHLEN.  A.  MARGARET  "Peggy" 

Latin    Club;  English    Club;   Class  Prophet. 
This  world  belongs  to  the  energetic. 

DAWSON.  ALICE  M. 

I  have  a  heart  with  room  for  every  joy. 

DEAN.  WALTER  A.  "War  Tax" 

Athletics;  Captain  Baseball  1919. 
There's  mischief  in  this  man. 

DELLA  LUCCA.  LEONTINA  C.     "Tina" 
A  good  disposition  is  better  than  gold. 

DEWEY,  LAURENCE  E. 
Secretary  English   Club. 
I  am  sober  as  a  judge. 

DIXON,  ALICE  M. 

In  our  age  most  rare,  simplicity. 

DJERF,  FRED  "Count" 

Golden  Rod;  Trcas.  Latin   Club. 
Ask  me  no  questions  and  I'll  tell  you  no  fibs. 

DRESSER,  VIVIAN  "Vee" 

Strewing  the  path   with  smiles,  in  the  ab- 
sence of  flowers. 


FITZGERALD,  ELIZABETH  F. 

Thro'  light  and  shadow  thou  dost  range 
Sudden  glances,  sweet  and  strange. 

FLAHERTY,  JOSEPH 

He  knows  not  pomp,  he  heeds  not  pelf. 

FLAVIN,  JOHN  P.  "Bill" 

Debating  Society;  Latin  Club;  Class  Proph- 
et; Reception  Committee. 
Whate'er  he  did  was  done  with  so  much  ease 
In  him  alone  'twas  natural  to  please. 

FORSYTH.  ROLAND  B.  "Fat" 

Debating  Society ;  Dramatics;  Pres.  English 

Club  1919. 
I  am  resolved  to  grow  fat  and  look  young 
'till  forty. 

FOYE.  ROBERT 
Reception  Committee. 

He  seemed  the  incarnate  "Well,  I  told  you 
so!" 

GARGARO.  ALFRED  "Gug" 

Treas.  English  Club;  Latin  Club. 
Many  years  of  sunshine  in  a  day. 

GEDDES.  MILDRED  E.  "Millie" 

Sec.  Senior  Class;  Thalia  Club;  Dramatics; 

English  Club. 
Eternity's  too  short  to  uttei   all  thy  praise. 


GRAY.  E.  SPENCER 
Debating  Society. 
Give  me  vour  thoughts. 


:Spenny" 


GRIFFIN.  MARGARET  M. 

Thalia  Club;  Dramatics;   Latin   Club. 
Her  world  is  ever  joyous. 

GRONBERG.  MILDRED  M.  "Mutzie" 

A  blond  of  lovely  disposition. 

HALEY.  ESTHER  "Eppie" 

Dramatics. 
A  light  heart  lives  long. 

HARRIGAN.  A.  DORA 
Dramatics. 

If  naebody  cares  for  me. 
I'll  care  for  naebodv. 
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HAUGH,  ANNA  E.  "Snowball" 

Thalia  Club ;  Dramatics. 
Mirth,  admit  me  of  thy  crew. 

HEDGES,  CHARLES  W.  "Parson" 

Captain  of  Football  1919;  Athletics;  Latin 

Club. 
Oh  what  men  dare  to  do,  what  men  do,  what 
men  daily  do,  not  knowing  what  they  do. 

HIGGINS,  PAUL  D.  "Deacon" 

Athletics;  Golden  Rod;  Latin  Club. 
His  conversation  does  not  show  the  minute 
hand,  but  he  strikes  the  hour  very  cor- 
rectly. 

HINCKLEY,  DORIS  M.  "Dot" 

Love  is  sunshine,  hate  is  shadow, 
Life  is  chequered  shade  and  sunshine. 

HOAGLAND,  FLORENCE  M.  "Floss" 

Pres.  Thalia  Club  1919;  Latin  Club;  Eng- 
lish Club. 
Our   thoughts   are    free.      They   cannot  be 

shut  up 
In  prison  walls,  nor  put  to  death  on  scaf- 
folds. 

HOLLAND,  OLIVE  "Ollie" 

Serene  and  resolute  and  still, 
And  calm  and  self  possessed. 

HORTE,  GLADYS  L. 

She  that  spareth  her  words  hath  knowledge. 

HORTE,  O.  HILTON 

I'm  not  in  the  roll  of  common  man. 

HUGHES,  W.  LESTER  "Spitz" 

Latin  Club. 

The  sun  will  set  before  I  discharge  what  I 
must  do. 

JENKINS,  STANLEY  H.  "Jenks" 

Athletics;  Dramatics. 
Bacchus  ever  fair  and  ever  young. 

JOYCE,   DOROTHEA  "Dot" 

Vice-Pres.  of  Senior  Class;  Sec.  of  Thalia 

Club ;  Glee  Club;  Golden  Rod;  Class  His- 


JULIUS,  LILLIAN 

Parent  of  golden  dreams,  Romance, 

Auspicious  queen  of  childish  joys, 
Who  leadst  along,  in  any  dance, 

Thy  votive  train  of  girls  and  boys. 

KEAZER,  OPAL  A. 

Is  this  a  dream?    O,  if  it  be  a  dream, 
Let  me  sleep  on,  and  do  not  wake  me  yet. 

KISKILA,  OLGA 
Thalia  Club. 

Silence  deep  is  as  Eternity;  Speech  as  shal- 
low as  Time. 

• 

LEONARD,  HELEN  M. 

Speech  is  good,  but  silence  is  greater. 

LINDSAY,  WILLIAM  T.  "Buck" 

President  of  Senior  Class;  Athletics;  Cap- 
tain, Track;  Latin  Club. 
Health   is   the   vital   principle   of   bliss   and 
exercise  of  health. 

LOZOWICK,  LOUIS  E.,  "Murph"  "Louse" 
Athletics;  Latin  Club. 
A  mother's  pride,  a  father's  joy. 


LUBARSKY,  ABRAHAM  A. 
Hence  !  where's  the  noise. 


'Abe" 


'Shorty" 


torian. 


Happy  art  thou  as  if  every  day  thou  hads't 
picked  up  a  horseshoe. 


McCABE,  VINCENT  A. 
Track  Team. 

We  must  all  hang  together  or  assuredly  we 
shall  all  hang  separately. 

McGRATH,  RUTH  A. 

Golden  Rod;  Thalia  Club;  Latin  Club. 
Such  joy  ambition  finds. 

McKINNON,  RUTH  L. 

The  true  poem  is  the  poet's  mind. 

McLENNAN,  DOROTHY  D.  "Doody" 

Thalia  Club;  Latin  Club. 
A  town  that  boasts  inhabitants  like  me  can 
have  no  lack  of  good  society. 

MacLEOD,  MARY  I. 

Silence  more  musical  than  any  song. 

MacPHERSON,  CHARLES  L.  "Chick" 

He  was  the  "limit"  when  he  went  to  school. 
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McPHERSON.  SARAH  L.  "Sally" 

Golden     Rod;     Dramatics;     Thalia     Club; 
Latin  Club ;  English  Club;  Banquet  Com- 
mittee. 
For  after  all  the  best  thing  one  can  do  when 
it's  raining,  is  to  let  it  rain. 

MAIN,  CATHERINE  S. 

The  Golden  Age  is  not  behind  but  before  us. 

MALONEY.  JOHN  J.  "Cicero" 

A  good  wit  will  make  use  of  anything. 

MARR.  EDITH 
Dramatics. 

Her  very  frowns  are  fairer  far 
Than  smiles  of  other  maidens  are. 


MAXWELL,  SIDNEY  A. 

Football;  Basketball. 
Sir.   I   must  argue; 
Whatever  is.  is  not. 

MAYBURY,  STUART  F. 
Track  Team. 
A  man  can't  help  his  feelings. 


"Sid" 


'Joker" 


MERIGAX.  CATHERIXE  E. 

For  I  can  weather  the  roughest  gale  that 
ever  wind  did  blow. 

MILLER.  D.  EVERETT  "Ew" 

There  is  a  gift  beyond  the  reach  of  art,  of 
being   eloquently   silent. 

MIRKIN,  MORRIS 

A  solemn  youth  with  sober  phiz, 
Who  eats  his  grub  and  minds  his  biz. 

MORGAN.  G.  MAY 
Dramatics. 
Thy  modesty's  a  candle  to  thy  merit. 

MORRIS.  BLANCHE  E. 
Dramatics. 
Be  silent,  babbling  woman. 

MURPHY,  HELEN  J. 
Dramatics. 

It's  the  song  ye  sing,  and  the  smiles  ye  wear, 
That's  a'makin'  the  sun  shine  everywhere. 


MURPHY,   MARY   J.  "Mort" 

Forgiveness   is   a  high  quality,   an   exalted 
virtue. 

NATHAN.  GABRIEL  "Nate" 

Orchestra 

All  the  hearts  of  men  were  softened 
By  the  pathos  of  his  music. 

NICOLL,  ARTHUR  C.  "Nick" 

Baseball. 
Beauty  is  but  a  vain  and  doubtful  good. 

O'BRIEN.  WALTER  M.  "Obie" 

Debating   Society;    Class   Treasurer;  Latin 

Club;   Reception    Committee. 
Love  comforteth  like  sunshine  after  rain. 

OLILLO.  MARY 

Anvthin?  that  makes  a  noise  is  satisfactorv 
to  a  crowd. 

OLSON.  EDITH  R. 
Glee  Club. 
Her  friendship  to  a  few  and  her  goodwill 

to  all. 

PENTTILA,  LELIA  J. 

Let  us  be  among  the  few  who  do  their  duty, 

PHILLIPS.  ESTHER  G.  "Sis" 

Glee    Club. 

Everything  has  an  end.  Even  young  ladies 
in  love  cannot  read  their  letters  forever. 

PIPER.  ELOISE  V,  "Happy-go-lucky" 

What  a  blessing  to  have  ready  wit. 

POOLE.  JOSEPH  Y.  "Joe" 

Manager   Football    Team    1919;   Reception 

Committee. 
There's  mischief  in  this  man. 

PRETI.  JOHN  A. 

Debating  Society;  Assistant  Business  Man- 
ager Dramatics. 

Knowledge  is  proud  that  he  has  learn'd  so 
much ; 

Wisdom  is  humble  that  he  knows  no  more. 

PROUT,  RITA  E.  "Rit" 

We  do  good  by  stealth,  and  blush  to  find  it 
mentioned  in  our  little  bill. 
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RANKIN,  EDWIN  P. 

A  man  of  action,  not  of  words. 


'Chess" 


RENDLE,  HELENOR  E. 

Woman   never    wants    the    last    word ;    she 
wants  to  keep  right  on  talking. 

RILEY,  ANNA  C. 
Dramatics. 
On  all  her  days  let  health  and  peace  attend. 


RIPLEY,  S.  HORACE 
Track. 
Why  stay  on  earth  unless  to  grow? 

ROBERTS,  MADELINE  F. 
What  I  say  I  stick  by. 


<<"d:„>> 


Rip' 


"Mad" 


ROSS,  LAURA  B. 

Be  good,  dear  child,  and  let  who  will  be 
clever. 

ROUGHTEAN,  MABEL  E. 
Dramatics. 
There's  romance  enough  at  home,  without 

going    half    a    mile    for    it,    only    people 

never  think  of  it. 

RUGGLES,  EDWIN  B.  "Eddie" 

Dramatics;     Debating     Society;     Manager 

Baseball. 
Let  the  world  slide,  I'll  not  budge  an  inch. 

RUND,  GLENNY  S. 

Loveliness  is    a    pleasant    thing — when     it 
doesn't  lead  to  spending  money. 

SARGENT,  WALTER  S.  "Cupid" 

Debating  Society;  Track. 
His  eyes  seemed  gazing  far  away, 
As  if  in  Vision  or  in  travel. 

SCHAHRER,  GLADYS  L.  "Glad" 

Keep  up  appearances  whatever  you  do. 

SCOTT,  HAZEL  K. 

'Tis    modesty    that   makes      woman      seem 
divine. 

SEPPALA,  ESTHER 
Thalia  Club;  Dramatics. 
Silence  is  sweeter  than  speech. 


SHYNE,  WILLIAM  V.  "Bill" 

Pres.  Debating  Society  1918 ;  Consul  Latin 
Club  1918;  English  Club;  Editor-in-Chief 
Golden  Rod;  Business  Manager  Drama- 
tics. 
I  want  that  glib  and  only  art. 

SIMMONS.  GEORGE  E.  "Bug" 

His  time  forever,  everywhere  his  place. 

SULLIVAN,  ELLA  D.  "Dorrie" 

Her  acts  are  modest  and  her  words  discreet. 

SULLIVAN,    GERALD    A.  "Sully" 

Debating     Society;     Banquet     Committee; 

Dramatics. 
I  know  everything  except  myself. 


SWANSON,  JENNIE  F. 
Thalia  Club;  Dramatics. 
None  knew  thee  but  to  love  thee  ; 
None  named  thee  but  to  praise. 


'Jen" 


SWANSON,  LILLIAN  E.  "Lil" 

Let  mildness  ever  attend  thy  tongue. 

SWEENEY,   SUSANNA   S.  "Su" 

TIi alia  Club. 
Fair  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  you. 

SWINGLE,  J.  SUMNER  "S.  O.  S." 

Golden  Rod. 
I  would  that  I  might  draw  all  day. 

TAPIO,  LEMPI  B. 

Strongest  minds  are  often  those, 

Of  whom  the  noisy  world  hears  least. 

TAPIO,  TYYNE  E. 
Love  all,  trust  a   few, 
Do  wrong  to  none. 


TORREY,   WILLIAM   F. 

His  enemies  shall  bite  the  dust. 


'Bill" 


TRUMPER,  WALLACE  "Trump" 

Dramatics ;   Pres.   Debating   Society    1919 ; 
Golden  Rod;  Tennis;  English  Club;  Ban- 
quet Committee. 
I  shall  be  like  that  tree — I  shall  die  at  the 
top. 
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TUOMIKOSKI,  LEO  "Leo" 

The  lion  is  not  as  fierce  as  painted. 

YIBERT,   GEORGE  "Vib" 

Athletics. 

A  proper  man  as  one  will  see  on  a  sum- 
mer's  day. 

WALDRON,  HARRY  E.  "Wally" 

A  manly  soul,  so  reticent 
That  it  is   not  revealed  to  all  the  passing 
throng. 

WESTER,  SVEA  M. 
Orchestra;  Dramatics. 

When  you  do  dance,  I  wish  you  were  a  wave 
o'  th'  sea,  that  you  might  ever  do  nothing 
but  that. 


WILKINSON,  KATHLEEN 


'Cassie" 


WILLIAMS,  ARLEEN  G. 

Chairman,  Banquet  Committee. 
On  with  the  dance,  let  joy  be  unconfined; 
No  sleep  'till  morn  when  Youth  and  Plea- 
sure meet. 


WOODWORTH,  MANNING 

Football. 

A  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy. 


Alan" 


Be  great  in  act  as  you  have  been  in  thought. 


YOUNG,    HORACE  "Lefty" 

True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole  or  as  the  dial 
to  the  sun. 

ZANOTTI,    FRANK  "Zan" 

It  is  better  to  have  a  little  than  nothing. 

ZIRLSTEIN,  IDA 

I  profess  not  talking;  only  this 
Let  each  man  do  his  best. 


Nerves 


"A  laugh  full  of  horror  rang  out,  full  of 
wierdness  and  forboding  of  evil."  (This  pas- 
sage from  "The  Mayor's  Wife"  by  Anna 
Katherine  Green). 

I  looked  up  from  my  book  with  a  start. 
Surely  that  door  leading  into  the  dining-room 
was  opening  slowly- — -slowly.  "And  I'm  quite 
sure  I  closed  it."  I  murmured  to  myself  with 
ever  increasing  dread.  I  resumed  my  reading. 
"She  stole  to  the  head  of  the  stair-case  to  find 
out  the  cause  of  that  raucous  laugh  when 
suddenly,"  (I  gulped  and  glanced  around  me) 
"when  suddenly  she  stopped  and  screamed, 
'The  clock,  the  clock.'  Her  companion  looked 
and  saw  a  weird  spectacle.  On  the  face  of 
the  clock  was  stealing,  stealing,  a  ghostly 
hand." 

I  glanced  fearfully  up  towards  the  clock  on 
the  mantlepiece.  No  spectral  hand  was  steal- 
ing over  its  face  but  that  did  not  reassure  me. 
I  could  feel  a  ghostly  breath  on  my  cheek, — 


that  half-crazed  laugh,  that — what  zcas  that? 
Something  black  was  stealing  around  the  cor- 
ner. Was  there  something  there  or  not?  I 
was  unable  to  decide.  I  was  trembling  like  a 
leaf.  That  awful  silence, — the  tick-ticking  of 
the  clock,  those  creaks  and  the  echo  of  ghostly 
sounds — .  I  dropped  my  book  with  a  bang. 
Anything  was  better  than  this  oppressive  si- 
lence. "Brrr,  it  is  chilly  in  this  room,"  I 
thought,  "I  wish  someone  was  in  the  house 
beside  myself." 

A  step  sounded  on  the  stairs.  I  shrieked. 
"What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?"  cried  my  sis- 
ter angrily,  "and  what  was  that  loud  bang?" 
I  had  forgotten  she  was  in  the  house  and  ex- 
plained rather  shamefacedly.  "Why  don't  you 
come  to  bed  ?  It  is  nearly  eleven."  I  trudged 
willingly  after  her.  first  being  assured  that  she 
would  wait  to  turn  oft  the  parlor  light  until  I 
lighted  the  hall  lamp. 

Marion   Campbell. 
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The    End    of    a    Perfect    Day 


It  was  hot  walking  along  the  beach  under 
the  steaming  rays  of  the  sun,  but  it  was  much 
better  than  the  office  I  had  just  left.  I  had 
come  to  the  seashore  to  enjoy  myself,  but  at 
present  my  one  ambition  was  to  find  a  cool 
place  in  which  to  take  a  nap.  I  had  nearly 
despaired  of  finding  such  a  place  at  Wollas- 
ton  Beach,  when  suddenly  I  saw  a  sign  which 
attracted  me :  "Boulevard  Theatre,  Motion 
Pictures."  This  sign  was  on  a  low-lying  struc- 
ture which,  if  not  cool  inside,  would  at  least 
protect  me  from  the  piercing  rays  of  the  af- 
ternoon sun. 

Accordingly,  I  pulled  myself  together  and 
made  my  way  towards  the  entrance.  I  paid 
my  admission  and  entered.  The  show  was 
in  progress  and  the  voices  of  the  talking- 
movie  filled  the  building.  I,  quickly  and  as 
quietly  as  possible,  groped  my  way  to  a  seat. 
I  chose  one  in  the  middle  of  one  of  the  centre 
rows  so  that  I  might  not  be  disturbed  by  any- 
one's wishing  to  enter  or  leave  this  particular 
row. 

After  I  had  comfortably  settled  myself, 
however,  I  found  I  was  not  so  free  from  dis- 
turbance as  I  had  imagined  and  had  hoped  to 
be.  There  were  two  vacant  seats  on  my  left 
and  two  customers  of  the  Boulevard  Theatre 
on  the  right  of  the  center  row.  The  two 
movie-goers  had  espied  the  seats  and  were 
coming  towards  them.  To  reach  them  they 
would  have  to  cross  over  me. 

It  was  inevitable.  By  a  supreme  effort  I 
pulled  my  tired  frame  upright  and  bent  back 
the  seat.  The  two  disturbers  passed  in  front 
of  me.  One  was  short  and  stout,  the  other, 
long,  lean,  and  lanky,  was  wearing  a  pair  of 
tortoise-shelled  glasses.  The  first  of  this  pair 
sat  in  the  seat  farther  from  me,  the  other,  I 
deducted,  was  going  to  sit  on  the  seat  near 
me.  She  was  in  the  act  of  performing  this 
when — oh  boy ! — my  hat  was  resting  on  that 
seat.  I  sprang  forward  to  grasp  it,  struck 
the  lanky  lady  with  my  shoulder,  causing  her 


to  lose  her  balance  and  hurling  her  upon  the 
short,  stout  individual,  who  immediately  let 
forth  a  frightened  yell. 

The  tall  personage  rose  from  the  stout  lady 
and  looking  at  me,  drew  out  a  "Sir ! !"  Stand- 
ing with  hat  in  hand,  I  blurted  out, 

"Pardon-I-excuse  me-but  my  hat  was  on- 
you  were  going  to-er-ah-I  have  my  hat, 
ma'am." 

At  this  moment  the  crowd  behind  us  began 
to  shout,  "Sit  down!"  "Down  in  front!" 
"Close  up  !"  "Outside  !"  "Put  on  the  gloves  !" 
The  tall  individual  hurriedly  sat  down  and  I 
hastened  to  imitate  her  but  alas ! — my  seat 
was  still  turned  back !  I  landed  on  the  floor 
with  a  thud,  while  my  hat  rolled  under  a  neigh- 
boring seat.  I  crawled  after  my  troublesome 
headpiece,  captured  it,  and  stood  upright. 
Again  the  cries  burst  forth  and  I  immediately 
sat  down — this  time  making  sure  that  the 
seat  was  under  me. 

By  this  time  my  desire  for  a  nap  had  gone. 
I  wanted,  once  more,  to  breathe  the  open  air. 
But  on  glancing  at  the  faces  around  me,  I 
concluded  that  it  would  be  safer  to  remain 
inconspicuous  for  a  while.  Since  I  no  longer 
wished  to  sleep,  I  turned  my  attention  to  the 
movie,  always,  however,  casting  glances  at  the 
face  behind  the  tortoise-shelled  glasses.  The 
owner  of  the  face  seemed  to  have  forgotten 
the  incident  and  was  intensely  interested  in 
the  show. 

A  new  picture  now  came  on  the  screen : 
"Hubby's  Honeymoon  Honey."  The  heroine 
of  the  play  was  appearing  for  the  first  time. 
When  I  saw  her  I  knew  it  was — no,  it  wasn't, 
it  couldn't  be.  When  she  spoke — yes,  it  was — 
but  no — suddenly  I  knew — "Jennie  Swanson," 
I  breathed  quite  audibly. 

Quickly  the  lanky  lady  turned  toward  me. 

"Did  you  know  her?"  she  asked. 

"Yes,  I  do — I  did.  That  is — she  was  my 
classmate  in  Quincy  High." 

"Why,  now  that  I  hear  you  speak,  I  know 
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who  you  are,"  she  blurted  out,  grasping  my 
right  hand  and  knocking  my  hat  on  the  floor. 
"You're  'Bill'  Flavin,  aren't  you?" 

"That's  me,  ma'am,"  I  answered  rather 
timidly.  "But  you ;  what  name  do  you 
possess?" 

"Why,  don't  you  know  me?  Don't  you 
remember  Hoagland — ■  'Flo'  Hoagland?" 

"Do  I  ?"  I  answered,  still  shaking  her  hand. 
"Why,  no  one  could  forget  you — that  is,  I  re- 
member all  my  classmates,"  I  finished  weakly. 

"What  are  you  doing  out  here,  Bill?"  she 
asked.     "Are  you  married?" 

"No  such  luck,"  I  answered.  "You  know 
I  really  believe  the  girls  are  getting  sensible 
lately  and — " 

"And  that's  why  you're  not  married,"  she 
finished  laughing.  "But  you  haven't  told  me 
what  you're  doing  out  here." 

"I'm  living  in  Atlantic  now,"  I  told  her. 
"I  left  Quincy  for  a  while  to  further  my  busi- 
ness, but  the  old  home  town  called  me  back. 
Why  are  you  patronizing  such  a  show-house 
as  this?" 

"I  happened  to  be  strolling  along  the  Beach 
and  I  thought  Fd  drop  in  here.  I'm  travelling 
with  Father.  He's  going  to  preach  here  in 
Quincy  next  Sunday.  Wasn't  it  fortunate 
that  I  came  into  this  theatre  and  especially 
into  this  row !" 

"Was  it?"  I  asked,  suddenly  remembering 
that  my  hat  was  gone. 

"Why,  Bill,  I  really  believe  you're  bored." 

"It  is,"  I  said. 

"What  is?" 

"My  hat,"  I  answered  bringing  it  to  sight. 
""Someone  stepped  on  it." 

She  laughed  and  said,  "You're  just  as — " 

"Foolish  as  ever,"  I  finished.  "By  the  way, 
how's  Margaret  Griffin  now  ?  Is  she  still  pro- 
moting the  interests  of  her  Hopeless  Hen- 
nery?" 

"Yes,"  she  answered.  "She's  quite  a  busi- 
ness woman  and  has  built  up  a  large  trade.  I 
saw  her  out   in  California  about  two  months 


ago. 


'Are  the  men  out  there  foolish?" 


"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  mean,  is  she  married  yet?" 

She  smothered  a  laugh  and  answered : 

"She  was,  but  her  husband  died." 

"I  don't  blame  him — that  is — I  don't  blame 
her  for — are  you  married?"  I  asked. 

"No-o,"  she  answered  slowly.  "I  was  in 
love — but — " 

"Let's  go,"  I  murmured  to  myself.  Then 
aloud :  "I  saw  a  lot  of  the  fellows  of  the  '19 
class  when  I  was  travelling.  I  saw  Al  Gar- 
garo  down  in  New  York." 

"Did  you?    What's  he  doing?" 

"Haven't  you  read  in  the  papers  about  the 
tunnel  he's  constructing  for  the  government?" 

"Well,  isn't  that  lovely?  You  know  I  al- 
ways liked  Gargaro." 

"Yea,  he  was  cute.  That's  some  tunnel  he's 
building.  It's  going  to  connect  New  York  and 
New  Jersey." 

"Is  it  deep?"  she  asked. 

"Deep !"  I  answered.  "It's  a  new  style  tun- 
nel.    It's  ten  feet  above  the  ground." 

"Is  it  ?  Isn't  that  lovely  ?  Say  do  you  know 
when  I  saw  Margaret  Griffin,  she  said  that 
McCabe  was  the  manager  of  her  sales  de- 
partment.    He's  getting  on  fine  she  said." 

"That's  good.    You  know  I  saw — " 

"Oh,  yes,  and  O'Brien  is  settled  down  out 
there.  He's  married,  has  two  lovely  children. 
He's  making  good  at  raising  lemranges  andJ — " 

"Huh!    Raising  what?" 

"Lemranges." 

"Has  he  got  many?" 

"Why  he  has  a  whole  big  orchard." 

"Orchard?  I  thought  lemranges  were  a 
specie  of  hens." 

"And  I  saw  Horace  Ripley  out  there.  He's 
a  professor  of  botany  and — oh  yes — Flaherty 
came  out  there.     He's  a  corporation  miner." 

"I  saw  a  West  Quincy  fellow — Bizzozero. 
He's  a  retired  fisherman  and  would  be  living 
happily,  but  he  spoiled  it  all." 

"Spoiled  it?    How?" 

"He  got  married."  She  very  obligingly 
smiled. 

"Ha  !    Ha  ! !     Say,  I  saw  Arleen  Williams 
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down  in  Washington,  D.  C.  She's  a  congress- 
woman  and  she  told  me  that  Alice  Dixon  is 
married  to  an  iron  man — I  mean — an  iron 
dealer  and  lives  in  New  York. 

"That's  interesting.  Isn't  it  funny  how  one 
meets — " 

"Holy  smoke !"  I  cried  so  loudly  that  the 
movie  fans  yelled  "Shut  up !"  "I  nearly  for- 
got. I  got  the  surprise  of  my  life  down  near 
Philadelphia.  A  circus  came  to  town  while 
I  was  there  and  guess  what  the  name  of  it  was  ? 
'Hedges  and  Higgins'  Hitchless  Hippodrome'. 
I  went  around  to  the  side-show  and  there  I 
saw  the  manager,  yelling  at  the  top  of  his  voice 
and  eloquently  describing  the  wonders  of  the 
show.  It  was  "Kid"  Sullivan.  I  was  going  to 
speak  to  him  when  someone  tapped  me  on  the 
shoulder  and  looking  around  I  saw  Zanotti. 
He's  doing  a  cowboy  stunt  for  the  show.  We 
talked  for  a  while  and  he  took  me  into  the 
side-show.  There  we  saw  the  fat  man.  Zan- 
otti called  him  and  when  he  looked  around, 
I  saw  in  the  midst  of  450  lbs.  of  fat,  our  old 
Bolshevist,  Harry  Ira  Cohen. 

"Cohen  and  I  had  a  long  talk.  He  told  me 
that  Joe  Poole  is  a  conductor  on  the  Trans- 
Atlantic  Aerial  Transportation  Co.  Horace 
Young  is  working  for  that  concern  as  a  pilot. 
Say,  did  you  hear  anything  about  Gabriel 
Nathan?    Someone  said  he  was  out  in  'Frisco." 

"Oh  yes,  Maggie  and  I  went  to  hear  him 
play.  He  has  recently  perfected  the  noiseless 
violin,  but  he  still  leads  an  orchestra.  Mo- 
loney's his  drummer  boy  and  Maxwell  plays 
the  ukelele.  Foye  is  out  in  Chicago  now. 
He's  owner  of  the  'Kickless  Grape-Juice  Co.' 
He  has  three  agents  here  in  the  East:  Sim- 
mons in  New  York,  Charles  MacPherson  in 
Philadelphia,  and  Torrey  in  Boston. 

"Speaking  of  agents,  I  met  Woodworth 
and  Harvey  Curtis  in  Boston  last  week. 
They're  agents  for  'Horte's  Matchless  Motor- 
car Co.'  Vibert  is  working  for  Horte,  too; 
he's  covering  the  Middle  States." 

"Jenkins  was  another  who  came  from  Wol- 
laston,  wasn't  he?  He  was  the  Socialist  can- 
didate  from  Idaho,  but  he  got  married  and 


now   his    wife    is   the   representative   and   he 
takes  care  of  the  house." 

"Ha!  Ha!!  Poor  Stan.  Say  a  lot  of  the 
girls  of  '19  got  married,  didn't  they?  There's 
Dora  Harrigan:  she  worked  for  the  Mack 
Sennett  Comedies  for  awhile.  And  there's 
Blanche  Morris  :  she's  living  in  Finland.  And 
Miss  Rendle :  she's  a  society  lady.  Svea 
Wester,  Esther  Haley  and  Lillian  Craig  are 
settled  down  in  the  Middle  States  and  Doro- 
thy McLennan  is  happily  married  in  Alabama. 
That's  all  the  girls  I  know.  What  about  the 
rest  of  them?  You  ought  to  know  a  little 
about   them." 

"Well,  Doris  Bissett  is  happily  married  and 
lives  in  Connecticut.  So  are  Helen  Murphy 
and  Mary  Olillo,  Edith  Olson,  and  Lelia  Pen- 
tilla.  Eloise  Piper  and — oh  say — Esther  Phil- 
lips is  married  to  a  cotton-raiser.  Esther  is 
taking  care  of  her  youngsters  down  in  Texas, 
at  present." 

"Did  you  know  'Bob'  Barrows?" 

"Yeah." 

"Well  he's  married  and  did  you  know — ah 
— Dorothea  Sullivan?  She  and  the  two  Tapio 
girls  are  lhnng  in  Chicago.  I  saw  them  out 
there." 

"Is  that  so?" 

"Yea,  and  I  just  thought  of  it.  Homer 
Brown  is  a  minister  in  One  Mule  Town  in  the 
northern  part  of  Greenland.  When  I  saw 
Arleen  she  told  me  that  May  Morgan  and 
Catherine  Merigan  were  traffic  coppesses  in 
New  Haven.  She  said  that  she  saw  Rankin 
down  at  the  Capitol.  He's  a  telephone  in- 
spector !" 

"What  queer  moves  in  life  the  class  of  '19 
made !  Why  even  Lewis  Curtis  is  married. 
And  would  you  believe  it  ?  I  saw  in  a  theatri- 
cal magazine  the  other  day  that  Ruth  McKin- 
non  and  Mary  McLeod  were  on  the  stage; 
that  Catherine  Main  and  Harry  Waldron  are 
in  the  movies  and  that  Morris  Mirkin  and 
Kathleen  Wilkinson  are  in  grand  opera." 

"Ha !  Ha ! !  Who  would  have  thought  that 
our  class  would  have  anyone  in  grand  opera. 
Why,   when—" 
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"Bill,  look !" 

"Look  what?" 

"The  people  have  gone.    The  show  is  over." 

"Well,  I'll  be—!  Yea,  I  don't  see  them, 
they  must  be  gone.     Come  on,  let's  go." 

We  got  up  and  were  leaving  the  theatre 
when  I  found  I  was  not  carrying  my  hat  in 
my  hand.  I  told  her  to  wait  and  I  rushed 
back  to  look  for  it.  After  a  frantic  search, 
I  recovered  my  frolicsome  hat  and  hastened 
from  the  theatre.  But  Miss  Hoagland  was 
gone.  She  told  the  doorman  to  tell  me  that 
she  had  to  hurry  off  to  an  early  engagement. 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders,  felt  for  my  hat 
and  walking  along  the  Beach,  I  said,  "Go  as 
far  as  you  like  as  long  as  you  have  the  car- 
fare." 

I  was  feeling  hungry  now  and  I  looked 
around  for  a  place  where  they  served  food. 
I  quickly  found  one.  The  sign  outside  it  read : 
"Eating  House."  "Well,"  I  thought,  "if  it 
wasn't  a  restaurant,  it  would  be  a  novelty  to 
see  an  eating-house."  Therefore  I  entered 
and  while  doing  so  I  saw  entering  from  an- 
other door,  Margaret  Dahlen.  I  walked 
quickly  to  her,  introduced  myself  and  after 
the  usual  preliminaries,  asked  her  to  sit  down 
with  me  at  a  table  which  was  near  a  window 
and  commanded  a  good  view  of  the  res- 
taurant. I  had  discovered  by  now  that  it  was 
a  restaurant. 

I  told  Margaret  of  my  chat  with  Miss 
Hoagland  and  immediately  she  became  all  ex- 
cited and  hurriedly  said :  "I  was  thinking  of 
our  classmates  recently  and  I  wrote  some 
poetry  about  th?m  and — if — ,"  she  paused, 
searching  through  her  handbag  and  taking  out 
everything  but  what  looked  to  me  like  a  poem. 
At  last  she  said :  "Yes.  I  have  it.  Do  you 
want  me  to  read  it  to  you?" 

"I'd  be  delighted,"  I  answered,  already  be- 
ginning to  lose  heart. 

M.  Dahlen— "Well,  you  see.  for  the  last 
ten  years,  at  least,  I  have  been  matron  down 
at  the  Home  of  Aged  and  Feeble  in  Squantum. 
That  reminds  me,  too,  that  there  are  quite  a 
number  of  our  classmates  there,  Miss  Seppala, 


Miss  Asnes,  Miss  Keazer,  let's  see,  oh  yes, 
Carl  Bergfors,  Helen  Leonard,  and  Ida  Zirl- 
stein.  The  other  night  we  were  feeling  sort 
of  gloomy  and  disheartened,  so  I  proposed 
that  we'd  have  a  little  community  sing  such 
as  we  used  to  have  in  the  good  old  days  at 
Quincy  High.  These  verses  formed  part  of 
the  entertainment. 

"Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot 
And  never  brought  to  mind? 
Should  auld  acquaintance  be   forgot 
And  days  of  Quincy  High? 
For  dear  old  Quincy  High,  my  dear, 
For  dear  old  Quincy  High, 
We'll  take  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 
For  dear  old  Quincy  High." 

"Forty-nine  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Lucy  Bagg's  entered  senate  life  to  try. 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh 
Forty-eight  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"I  had  a  letter  from  'Lu'  and  she'd  said 
she  had  seen  Laura  Ross  and  Susanna 
Sweeney  at  the  president's  inaugural  recep- 
tion. Evidently  they  belong  to  the  elite  at 
Washington." 

"Sailing,  sailing,  over  the  bounding  main, 
For  Frederick  Djerf  and  John  Preti  are  out 

on  the  rolling  sea. 
Sailing,  sailing,  over  the  bounding  main, 
For  many  a  stormy  wind  shall  blow, 
Ere  the  sailors  come  home  again." 

"Forty-eight  students  once  at  Quincy  High 
M.  Bailey's  married  my!  oh  my!  oh  my! 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh, 
Forty-seven  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"Some   folks  say  that  farmers  are   few 

But  I—" 

"Cease  for  awhile,  Peggy,  and  let's  order 
something  to  eat.  Here  comes  the  waiter  or 
rather  the  waitress." 

The  said  person  advanced  and  stood  by  our 
table. 
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"What'll   you    have?"      I      asked      quietly. 

Suddenly  I  heard  both  ladies  exclaim  simul- 
taneously, "Why  hello,  dear." 

Miss  Dahlen  stood  up  and  earnestly  shook 
hands,  asking  and  answering  questions  so  fast 
that  I  couldn't  hear  what  they  were  saying. 
At  the  end  of  an  interval  during  which  I 
smoked  two  cigars,  Margaret  turned  towards 
me  and  said :  "Don't  you  recognize  Glenny 
Rund?" 

"No"  I  said,  rising  and  shaking  hands,  "I 
haven't  had  time." 

Miss  Dahlen  and  I  sat  down  and  Miss  Rund 
very  kindly  said  to  me :  "I'm  a  waitress  here 
now." 

"You've  got  nothing  on  me,"  I  said  quietly. 
"I've  been  a  waiter  for  the  last  half  hour." 

"And,"  my  informant  continued,  "the  head 
waiter  is  one  of  our  classmates.  It's  Lubar- 
sky !  You'd  never  have  guessed  it,  would 
you?  He  hired  me  and  Lillian  Swanson  two 
months  ago,  but  Mildred  Gronberg  and 
Gladys  Schahrer  have  been  working  here  for  a 
year  and  a  half.  Oh  "Dot"  Joyce  came  in 
here  the  other  day  and  I  was  waiting  on — " 

"You  mean  she  was  waiting." 

"What  did  you  say?" 

"Me?    I  never  said  a  word." 

"Well,  Dot's  on  an  engagement  in  town 
now.  She  has  the  leading  woman's  part  in 
Tuomikoski's  new  opera.  I  bet  she's  making 
her  fortune  now." 

At  that  moment  a  huge,  stout  person  hove 
into  sight.  Immediately  Glenny  began  to  wipe 
off  the  table  and  to  ask  for  our  order. 

"That's  the  boss,"  she  whispered.  "He's 
married  to  Mabel  Roughtean.  He's  a  big  stiff 
and  if  I  could  get  a  job  somewhere—"  He 
reappeared  and  she  hurried  off  with  our  order. 

"Isn't  it  lovely  when  one  meets  someone 
one  doesn't  expect  to  meet?" 

"Perfectly  fierce  when  one  meets  them  on 
an   empty   stomach,"   I   grunted. 

"I  didn't  finish  reading  my  poetry,  did  I?" 

"Didn't   you?     Well   you've    read   plenty." 

"What?" 

"I'd    love    to   have   you   continue,"    I    said 


loudly.     She  took  me  at  my  word  and  began 
again. 

"Some  folks  say  that  farmers  are  few, 
But  I  saw  two  on  my  farm  so  new ; 
T.  T.  Abele  was  one  of  'em,  too, 
Way  down  yonder  in  the  cornfield." 
"Abele  is  always  trying  new  stunts.     Year 
before  last  he  hired  farmerettes  to  work  for 
him,  three  of  our  classmates,  too,  Olga  Kiis- 
kila,  Olive  Holland,  and  Gladys  Horte." 

"Forty-seven  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Edith  Colbert's  lecturing,  fie,  fie,  fie, 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh — 
Forty-six  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"In  a  cavern  in  a  canyon, 
Excavating  for  a  mine 
Dwells  a  miner,  Edward  Miller 
And  his  partner,  William  Shyne." 

"Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star, 
The  renowned  Edith  Marr 
Up  in  movie-land  so  high — 
She's  a  diamond  in  its  sky." 

L.  Dewey  is  out  on  the  ocean 
Commanding  a  fleet  on  the  sea ; 
A.  Nicoll  is  under  the  ocean 
A  submarine  captain  is  he." 

"  'Rock-a-bye  baby,  in  the  tree  top, 
When  the  wind  blows,  the  cradle  will  rock ; 
When  the  bough  breaks,  the  cradle  will  fall' 
Sings  Sally  McPherson  to  cradle  and  all." 

"What's  this  live  town,  oh  say ! 
Quincy,  ne'er  fear. 
Who  is  the  mayor,  pray? 
Sargent  do  hear." 
"Sargent  appointed  Elizabeth  Fitzgerald  as 
tax    collector   and   Lillian   Julius   as    superin- 
tendent of  the  cemetery." 

"Wait  awhile,  here's  our  order." 
Miss  Rund  set  the  order  down  and  without 
a  word  hurried  away. 

"What's    the    rush?"    I    remarked,    looking 
after  her. 
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"Evidently  she's  in  a  hurry,"  answered  my 
wise  companion.  A  minute  later  she  added. 
"She  reminds  me  of  Anna  Riley.  I  met  her 
in  Hingham  about  a  month  ago.  She's  a  dis- 
trict nurse." 

We  were  both  hungry  and  immediately  at- 
tacked  the  food  which  was  set  before  us.  For 
fifteen  minutes  with  usual  commonplace  re- 
marks about  the  weather  and  like  topics,  we 
quietly  consumed  our  repast.  At  the  end  of 
that  time  Miss  Rund  presented  the  check,  the 
payment  of  which  made  my  S10.08  look  thin 
and  weak.  After  these  events,  I  had  visions 
of  home,  when  Peggy  startled  me  by  explain- 
ing. "Now  I'll  finish." 

"Finish?"  I  asked,  jingling  the  eight  cents, 
"Finish  what?" 

"YVliv.  finish  reading  my  poetry,  of  course." 
"Oh,"  I  sighed,  "go  ahead." 

"Forty-six  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Mildred  Bishop's  started  suffrage  plans  to  cry. 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh. 
Forty-five  students  once  at  Quincy  High. 

"There's  music  in  the  air 
When  the  famous  Lozowick's  nigh, 
For  far  his  tones  resound. 
Through  the  halls  of  Quincy  High. 
Blanchard,  now  instructor  there, 
Xeeds  the  piano  to  make  it  a  pair. 
So  they  stay,  enchanted  there 
By  the  music  in  the  air." 
"Have    you    heard    that    Mary    Murphy    is 
taking  Miss  Tuthill's  place  now?" 

"Now  Marjorie  Cole  was  a  merry  good  soul. 

A  merry  good  soul  was  she. 

She  calls  for  her  paint  and  she  calls  for  her 

brush 
And  so  do  her  partners  three — 
Swingle.  Dahl.  and  Dresser,  you  see." 

"On  the  desert  sands  so  golden 
Where  never  falls  the  dew, 
Tt  was  there  that  Helen  Alden 
Gave  Forsyth  his  promise  true. — 
If  mv  friend  from  India  but  knew." 


"There's  a  low  green  valley  on  the  old  Wyo- 
ming shore 

Many  miles,  many  hundred  miles  away. 

A-sitting  and  a-thinking  by  the  little  cottage 
door. 

Lives  the  world  renowned  dreamer,  Spencer 
Gray." 

"Madeline   Roberts  took  a     homestead     in 

Wyoming,    too.   but    I   haven't   heard   of   her 
since. 

"Forty-five  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Amy  Blomquist's  nursing  pilots  of  the  sky. 
Take  one  away  ere  I  sigh. 
Forty-four  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"Take  this  small  pill  between  your  lips 
And  I  will  pledge  thee  health. 
So  spoke  the  doctor,  Gordon  Banks, 
The  man  of  knowledge  and  wealth." 

"Alice  Dawson,  the  cook  at  the  home,  wrote 
that  verse  one  time  after  she'd  been  ill  and 
Banks  had  sent  her  some  wonderful  pills." 

"Forty-four  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Doris  Hinckley's  fire   chief,  my!   oh  my!   oh 

my ! 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh, 
Forty-three  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"Round  de  "lection  polls  am  ringin' 
De  loud  and  joyful  songs. 
Cause  de  'lection  'turns  am  bringin' 
Trumper  for  de  president  strong." 
"Lester  Hughes,  you  see.  has  gone  into  poli- 
tics  and  he   wrote   this,   for   Trumper 's   cam- 
paign." 

"Forty-three  students  once  at  Quincy  High 
Helen  Curtis  started  the  cause  of  China  'dry' ' 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh, 
Forty-two  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"Prohibition  reminds  me.  Laura  Bassett  is 
president  of  the  International  W.  C.  T.  U." 

"Over  the  summer  sea. 

With  light  hearts  gay  and  free, 

Cahill  with  Maybury 

Gaily  is  roaming. — 

Each  seeks  a  charming  bride 

To  walk  soon  bv  his  side." 
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"Ruth   Barnard   composed   that   one.      She 
came  to  the  home  two  years  ago." 
"Forty-two  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Anna  Haugh's  reforming  some  slums  beneath 

the  sky. 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh, 
Forty-one  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

I 
"My  name  is  William  Lindsay 
At  my  store  on  Hancock  street 
That's  where  you'll  buy  your  coats  and  vests 
And  everything  that's  neat." 

"Forty-one  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Mildred  Geddes  started  the  marriage  knot  to 

tie. 
Take  two  away  while  I  sigh, 
Thirty-nine  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"O   where,   oh   where,   can  E.    Ruggles   have 

gone? 
O  where,  oh  where,  can  he  be? 
His  hair  cut  short  and  his  beard  cut  long, 
O  where,  oh  where,  can  he  be?" 

"Thirty-nine  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 

Hazel  Scott's  future  we  won't  pry. 

Take  one  away  while  I  sigh, 

Thirty-eight  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"Way  down  in  the  meadow  where  the  lily  first 

blows, 
Where   the   wind    from    the    mountains    ne'er 

ruffles  the  rose, 
Lives  fond  Leontina,  the  singer  of  note, 
The  pride  of  the  valley,  on  her  they  do  dote." 

Thirty-eight  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Winifred  Austin,  the  teaching  life  doth  try. 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh, 
Thirty-seven  students  once  at  QuincyHigh." 


"Teaching  reminds  me.  Dorothy  Cain  and 
Lila  Cairns  and  Euphemia  Cheverie  had  to  go 
to  a  Sanatarium.  They  were  all  worn  out  by 
teaching." 

"Ruth  McGrath  and  Rita  Prout 
Went  out  to  Arizona. 
It  pleased  them  not,  so  out  they  got 
And  went  to  California." 

"Thirty-seven  students  once  at  Quincy  High, 
Ella  Axberg  started  the  suffrage  cause  to  ply. 
Take  one  away  as  I  sigh, 
Thirty-six  students  once  at  Quincy  High." 

"The  prophet  has  lost  Walter  Dean 
And  can't  tell  where  to  find  him. 
Leave  him  alone  and  he'll  come  home 
With  many  a  wild  tale  behind  him." 

"Thirty-six  students  once  at  Quincy  High 

All  of  'em  departed,  don't  know  why. 

Let  them  now  be  or  Til  die. 

Not  a   single  student  left  at  Quincy  High." 

"That's  great,"  I  exclaimed,  "Are  you  going 
to  keep  them?" 

"Yes,  I  think  they're  so  good  that  I  will," 
she  answered,  rising.  "Why,  I  was  supposed 
to  meet  a  friend  at  6  o'clock  and  now  it's  half 
past." 

"Well,"  I  remarked  as  we  stepped  outside, 
"are  you  going  this  way  ?" 

"No,  no.  I've  got  to  go  right  straight  ahead. 
Here's  my  card,  call  on  me  sometime.  Good- 
night." 

I  stood  for  a  while  looking  after  her !"  You 
said  something,"  I  muttered.  "Good-night! 
That  was  a  fine  nap  I  had,"  I  remarked,  as 
I  made  my  way  towards  the  depths  of  Atlan- 
tic to  spend  "the  end  of  a  perfect  day." 

Margaret  Dahlen. 
John  Flavin. 
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Quincy  High  School,  how  we  love  you, 
For  you've  been  forever  true, 

Teaching  us  in  life's  great  highway. 
Quincy  High  School,  here's  to  you ! 

To  our  colors  we'll  be  true, 

Quincy  High  School,  here's  to  you ! 


II 

We  will  ne'er  forget  your  teachings, 
By  them  fight  life's  battles  through;  , 

So  we'll  say,  with  hearts  uniting, 
Quincy  High  School,  here's  to  you ! 

Once  again,  with  hearts  uniting, 

Quincy  High  School,  here's  to  you ! 


Ill 


Quincy  High  School,  though  we  leave  you, 
In  our  hearts  we  love  you  true. 

Farewell  then,  dear  Alma  Mater, 
Quincy  High  School,  here's  to  you  ! 

Farewell  then,  dear  Alma  Mater, 

Quincy  High  School,  here's  to  you ! 
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The    Master    Spy 


Crash !  The  dead  blackness  of  the  little 
side  street  was  abruptly  rent  as  the  lights  in 
one  of  the  pitch-dark  houses  suddenly  blazed 
up.  A  door  slammed.  There  was  a  hurried 
rush  of  feet,  and  a  crash  of  splintered  wood, 
followed  by  a  long  string  of  curses  and  pistol 
shots.  Then  came  the  thud  of  flying  feet  in 
the  alley,  and  the  angry  bark  of  an  automatic. 
A  man,  breathless  and  disheveled,  reeled  into 
the  arc  of  light  under  the  fitful  glare  of  a 
street  lamp,  glanced  from  side  to  side  with  a 
hunted  air,  and  vanished  in  the  gloom.  Soon 
all  was  darkness  and  peace  once  more. 

Some  .time  later,  two  tall  young  men,  clad  in 
the  uniform  of  the  Sons  of  Uncle  Sam, 
stopped  underneath  the  same  street  light  men- 
tioned above.  While  one  paused  to  light  his 
pipe,  his  companion  exclaimed,  "Whew !  That 
was  rather  hot  for  a  time !" 

Yes,  it  had  been  rather  warm.  To  Lieu- 
tenant James  Middleton,  A.  E.  R,  it  had 
seemed  pretty  exciting  after  the  monotony  of 
trench  life.  Jim,  after  making  a  brilliant  rec- 
ord at  the  front,  had,  with  his  chum,  Dave 
Mason,  been  invalided  back  to  England  to 
regain  health.  When  they  had  sufficiently  re- 
covered to  warrant  their  getting  about,  they 
had  been  detailed  to  the  Intelligence  Depart- 
ment to  help  in  the  task  of  running  down  spies. 
All  this  explains  why  we  find  them  in  the  sub- 
urbs of  London,  about  midnight,  after  a  raid 
upon  a  spy  nest. 

'T  wonder  how  many  we  caught,"  reflected 
Dave,  after  getting  his  pipe  going  smoothly. 

"Search  me !  I  heard  the  Major  say  that 
those  we  did  get  were  mostly  small  fry.  "The 
Big  Fish"  got  away  as  usual." 

"The  Big  Fish"  referred  to  was  the  master 
spy  of  the  time.  For  months  the  British  Intel- 
ligence Office  had  torn  its  hair  out  by  hand- 
fuls,  and  searched  the  city  with  a  fine-toothed 
comb,  in  search  of  this  man,  who  was  also 
referred  to  as  "The  Baron."  He  was  the  sup- 
posed leader  of  all  the  spies  in  England,  and 


suspected  of  being  a  man  high  up  in  official 
circles.  Time  and  again,  the  secret  agents  had 
tracked  him  to  his  lair,  only  to  have  him  slip 
through  their  hands  at  the  last  moment,  as 
he  had  tonight. 

Next  day,  Jim  and  his  comrade,  with  Major 
Laurence  Trevor,  R.  F.  C,  a  close  friend  and 
co-worker  of  theirs,  went  out  to  the  hospital 
where  Jim's  sister  and  the  Major's  wife  were 
stationed.  They  found  the  two  ladies  walking 
with  Lord  Walters,  a  tall,  lean  Englishman, 
who  had  been  paying  considerable  attention  to 
Jim's  sister,  Natalie,  of  late.  Lord  Walters, 
who  had  come  of  a  noble  family,  and  about 
whom  not  much  was  known,  had  risen  rapidly, 
until  he  now  held  a  high  position  in  govern- 
ment circles.  He  had  been  a  famous  explorer, 
hunter  and  naturalist,  and  was  now  reported 
to  be  engaged  in  scientific  research  for  the 
government.  Jim  had  not  been  attracted 
toward  the  man,  nor  had  Dave,  who  was  also 
attentive  to  Jim's  sister. 

As  they  approached,  Lord  Walters  swung 
around  and  surveyed  the  trio  through  his  mon- 
ocle.    Perceiving  who  it  was,  he  exclaimed : 

"Well,  this  is  a  coincidence!  We  were  just 
discussing  you  and  your  spy-catching,  Major; 
how  goes  it,  anyway?" 

"Oh,  so-so.  If  it  wasn't  for  the  valuable 
assistance  afforded  me  by  my  two  friends 
here,  it  might  be  infinitely  worse." 

"And  how  do  you  like  it,  Lieutenant,  after 
being  in  those  beastly  trenches?" 

"Oh,  it's  a  pleasant  relief  after  the  noise 
and  dirt  of  the  front  line;  but  it  becomes 
rather  exciting  at  times." 

"Yes,  I  should  think  it  would  be.  Say,  bah 
Jove !  It's  almost  noon,  and  as  I  have  an  ap- 
pointment with  the  Admiralty  at  one-thirty 
sharp,  I'm  afraid  I'll  have  to  be  trotting  along. 
Ride  back  with  me,  won't  you,  old  dears? 
Good-bye   ladies.     'Till   tomorrow !" 

That  night,  the  great  petrol  tanks  at  Shirley 
field  were  blown  up,  and  more  hair  and  curses 
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surged  from  the  Intelligence  Office.  It  was 
undoubtedly  the  Baron's  work.  The  perfec- 
tion and  ease  with  which  it  had  been  accom- 
plished, and  the  good  results  obtained,  could 
only  be  ascribed  to  the  efforts  of  one  man. 
The  Major  and  the  two  Americans  were  early 
on  the  scene  of  action,  but  could  gain  nothing 
in  regard  to  clues. 

After  several  strenuous  days,  following  the 
explosion  at  Shirley.  Jim  and  Dave  were  din- 
ing one  evening  in  a  cafe.  Trevor  had  been 
suddenly  called  to  Paris,  and  the  two  friends 
were  acting  on  their  own  hook,  taking  a  bit 
of  a  rest  and  enjoying  themselves. 

Smoking  and  chatting  over  their  coffee,  they 
idly  watched  the  crowds  come  and  go.  It  was 
a  fine,  warm  evening,  and  all  London  was 
abroad.  The  khaki  and  blue  of  soldiers,  ming- 
ling with  the  ladies'  brighter  colors,  made  a 
pleasing  spectacle.  Suddenly  Dave  noticed  a 
curious  thing.  A  man,  tall  and  of  command- 
ing presence,  had  entered  the  cafe.  Walking 
up  to  a  short  man.  who  was  lounging  against 
the  counter,  he  quickly  pressed  something  into 
his  hand.  The  tall  one  disappeared.  Jim  by 
this  time  was  also  observer  of  this  strange 
ceremony,  and  they  both  watched  the  short 
man.  Under  pretext  of  raising  his  glass  to 
his  lips,  he  read  a  note,  evidently  what  his  tall 
acquaintance  had  given  him.  He  gave  a  start 
of  surprise,  jammed  on  his  hat,  and  hastened 
through  the  door.  Jim  and  Dave  were  two 
jumps  behind  him. 

Dodging,  twisting,  turning,  along  avenues, 
through  alleys,  over  fences,  they  followed  the 
man  of  the  strange  actions.  They  did  not 
take  as  many  precautions  to  avoid  being  seen 
as  usual,  for  their  quarry  was  too  intent  on 
reaching  his  destination  with  all  possible  haste, 
to  look  behind  him. 

After  about  an  hour  of  this  hide  and  seek, 
"Shorty"  stopped  before  what  seemed  to  be 
a  deserted  house.  Jim  and  Dave  dropped  out 
of  sight  and  watched  him  enter,  closing  the 
door  carefully  behind  him. 

When  silence  reigned  once  more,  two  some- 
what  dusty   figures   emerged    from   behind    a 


row  of  ashbarrels ;  cautiously  dodging  behind 
a  house,  they  came  out  in  back  of  the  one 
which  the  suspect  had  entered.  It  was  a  large, 
dingy-looking  structure,  rendered  still  more 
gloomy  by  the  evening  darkness.  Sadly  in 
need  of  paint,  with  the  shutters  half  off,  it  pre- 
sented a  gloomy  and  depressing  sight.  But 
what  attracted  the  attention  of  the  young  sol- 
diers, was  an  open  window  staring  at  them 
from  the  lower  floor. 

"Are  you  game  to  try  it,  Dave?"  whispered 
Jim  in  his  comrade's  ear. 

"Sure  thing.  Lead  on.  MacDuff,"  came  the 
guarded  response. 

Climbing  silently  through  the  window,  they 
found  themselves  in  a  dark  and  dusty  room, 
as  forbidding  in  appearance  as  the  exterior  of 
the  house.  There  were  no  signs  of  life  any- 
where. 

"Wonder  where  on  earth  that  chap  could 
have  gone  to?     Hear  anything,  Dave?" 

"Listen !" 

Jim  heard  it,  too.  Dave's  trained  ear  had 
caught  the  murmur  of  voices.  Upstairs ! 
Taking  a  firm  grip  on  their  automatics,  the 
two  men  crept  up  the  rickety  stairway.  Under 
the  threshold  of  a  closed  door  they  saw  a 
faint  light  filtering  through. 

Kneeling  near  the  door,  they  listened  eager- 
lv.  At  times  they  could  distinguish  snatches 
of  conversation, — in  German.  They  were  able, 
with  the  aid  of  such  words  and  phrases  as 
they  had  picked  up  at  the  front,  to  catch  the 
meaning  of  a  few  of  the  words.  The  men 
inside  seemed  to  be  much  excited  about  some 
plan,  and  argued  continually  with  a  man  whom 
they  addressed  as  "Baron." 

Then  a  sudden,  chilling  realization  came 
over  the  boys  outside.  They  were  inside  the 
headquarters  of  the  Master  Spy,  the  man 
whom  all  England  had  been  hunting  for  for 
months. 

Meanwhile  the  voices  drifted  on  and  on. 
Leaving  Dave  at  the  door  with  his  notebook, 
Jim.  automatic  gripped  tightly  in  one  hand, 
and  flashlight  in  the  other,  crept  softly  down 
the  hallway.     At  the  further  end,  the  tiny  ray 
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of  his  light  disclosed  a  door.  Taking  desper- 
ate chances,  he  tried  it,  feeling  it  yield  before 
him.  His  light  flashed  from  side  to  side  on 
the  superb  fittings  of  a  lavishly  decorated 
room.  Without  doubt,  the  Baron's  own  apart- 
ment! 

Fearful  of  a  trap  because  of  the  slackness 
with  which  the  Baron  kept  guard  over  his  es- 
tablishment, Jim  snapped  off  his  light  and  stood 
motionless  in  the  darkness.  What  was  that? 
A  faint  rustling  in  one  corner !  Switching  on 
his  light  and  snapping  off  the  safety  of  his 
pistol  with  one  motion,  he  stood  waiting, — 
when  suddenly  a  mouse  streaked  across  the 
floor  in  front  of  him.  Jim's  heart  sank  back 
to  its  normal  position. 

Satisfied  now  that  everything  was  just  as  it 
should  be,  Jim  continued  his  investigation. 
On  the  bed  lay  an  open  suitcase,  with  the  con- 
tents strewn  about.  Among  the  medley  of 
clothing  and  other  articles,  he  discerned  some- 
thing square,  loosely  wrapped  in  paper.  Here, 
perhaps,  was  some  tangible  evidence.  He  tore 
off  the  paper  which  covered  it,  and,  flashing 
his  light  full  upon  it,  he  saw  that  which  goaded 
him  to  fury. 


Through  Jim's  head  ran  only  one  thought. 
To  kill  that  man,  and  kill  him  at  once.  Rush- 
ing up  the  hall,  he  sent  Dave,  trying  to  obtain 
a  better  view,  sprawling,  and,  before  the  lat- 
ter could  stop  him,  had  blown  away  the  lock 
of  the  door.  Crashing  it  in  with  his  shoulder, 
Jim  strode  into  the  room  with  Dave  at  his 
heels. 

For  one  moment  there  was  a  deep,  tense  si- 
lence. Then,  as  Lord  Walter's  face  began  to 
darken  with  recognition  and  hatred,  a  revol- 
ver spat  from  the  corner,  and  the  fight  was  on. 

Jim,  soon  in  the  thick  of  it,  was  fighting 
like  a  madman.  He  felt  a  sudden  pain  in  his 
shoulder,  and  another  in  his  arm,  but  he  kept 
on,  laying  out  one  burly  fellow  with  his  bare 
fists.  He  saw  Dave  stagger  and  fall.  Then 
came  a  sudden  rush,  a  cheer,  a  volley  of  pistol 
shots,  and  through  the  smoke  he  saw  the  face 


of   Major   Trevor.     Then     everything     went 
black  before  him. 


When  Jim  awoke,  it  was  broad  daylight. 
There  were  dull  pains  in  his  head  and  shoul- 
der, and  his  left  arm  refused  to  work  as  it 
should  have.  Bending  over  him,  with  a  bloody 
bandage  around  his  head,  was  dear  old  Trevor. 

"Rather  a  surprise  attack,  eh  what,  old 
chap,"  exclaimed  the  latter.  "It  was  lucky 
that  we  arrived  when  we  did,  because  things 
were  pretty  lively.  We  wouldn't  have  known 
where  on  earth  you  two  blooming  idiots  were, 
if  it  hadn't  been  for  a  teamster  with  more 
than  average  intelligence,  who  saw  you  come 
in  here,  and,  fearing  trouble,  hastened  to  the 
office  and  told  us.  It  was  really  an  awfully 
reckless  thing  for  you  to  do,  you  know,  but 
everything  came  out  fine,  and  I'm  certainly 
proud  of  you !  We  caught  the  whole  parcel 
of  them,  Lord  Walters  and  all.  I  sure  was 
some  surprised  when  I  realized  that  the  Baron, 
the  pride  of  the  Wilhelmstrasse,  was  no  other 
than  Lord  Cecil  Walters.  The  biggest  catch 
for  years !  You  fellows  will  get  rewarded  for 
this,  all  right." 

"How's  Dave?"  demanded  Jim,  attempting 
to  rise. 

The  Major  pushed  him  back. 

"He's  all  right.  Just  got  his  thick  head 
bunged  up  a  bit,  that's  all.  Both  of  you'll  be 
O.  K.  soon.  The  Baron  and  his  rotten  bunch 
are — By  Jove,  here  comes  His  Nibs  now !" 

"His  Nibs"  entered,  escorted  by  two  stal- 
wart policemen.  When  he  saw  Jim,  he  began 
to  sputter  with  wrath.  The  English  accent 
and  nonchalant  air  had  been  dropped  like  a 
mask,  and  the  brutal  Hun  character  stood  re- 
vealed. 

"Don't  get  excited,  Lord — I  mean  Baron," 
cautioned  Jim,  "I  have  a  few  things  to  tell 
you.  Never  think,  that,  just  because  no  one 
has  ever  found  your  impossible  hiding-place, 
no  one  ever  will.  That  is  a  mistaken  idea,  and 
conducive  of  bad  results.  Also — ,  never  leave 
pictures,  presented  you  by  your  lady  friends, 
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and  having  one  of  your  several  names  on  the      have  brothers  engaged  in  the  pleasant  game 

back,  around  where  other  people  are  likely  to      of  spy-catching." 

find  them,  especially  when  said  lady  friends  John  O.  Holden,  1920. 


And    Still   They    Sat 


The  beautiful  little  garden  was  silent  for  it 
was  nearly  deserted.  Everyone  had  gone  fast 
asleep  except  these  two  lovers.  There  they 
sat  under  the  weeping  willow  tree,  spooning 
away.  The  flowers  had  watched  their  non- 
sense for  several  hours  and,  after  deciding 
that  they  were  a  hopeless  pair,  had  gone  to 
sleep.  The  squirrel  who  inhabited  the  willow 
tree  had  thrown  nut  shells  at  them  but  with- 
out any  result.  There  they  sat  still  chatting 
in  the  desolate  little  garden  while  the  wise  old 
owl  looked  curiously  down.  The  moon  was 
disgusted  and  rolled  on  behind  a  cloud  and 


went  fast  to  sleep.    No  one  was  left  to  bother 
them,  they  were  alone.    But,  far  out  of  sight, 
the  weather  man  was  watching  them. 
"I'll  make  it  rain,"  said  he  to  himself. 
It  soon  began  to  sprinkle,  but  what  cared  they 
for  rain  for  it  goes  with  love  as  does  the  si- 
lence.    Still  they  sat  chatting  as  much  as  ever. 
It  rained  a  little  harder  and  then  came  a  sud- 
den  downpour.     "What  care   we   for   rain?" 
said  he  to  her,  "It  was  lucky  I  brought  my 
umbrella  wasn't  it,  dearie?" 
So  still  they  sat. 

John  F.  Lane, 
Class  1921. 


Woman    Suffrage 

By  "The  Professor" 


I  believe  absolutely  in  Woman  Suffrage  and 
for  it  will  I  labor  unceasingly,  day  and  night. 
Our  opponents  say  that  woman's  place  is  in 
the  home.  They  give  the  argument  as  granted. 
If  they  had  looked  into  the  matter  as  I  have 
done,  they  would  believe  no  such  thing. 

Ever  since  the  dawn  of  history,  in  almost 
all  nations,  women  have  been  in  the  home, — 
and  have  made  a  mess  of  it.  Look  at  the  raga- 
muffins on  the  street,  brought  up  without  re- 
spect for  man  or  fear  of  God ;  they  are  wo- 
man's work.  Just  for  a  change  go  to  church 
some  Sunday  and  see  what  fraction  of  our 
populace  woman  has  made  God-fearing. 

"But  surely,"  you  think,  "woman  excels  in 
the  domestic  art  of  cooking."  Go  to  the  best 
hotels  of  New  York  and  see  who  supervises 
the  cooking, — a  male  chef. 


If  you  want  your  store  windows  washed 
you  go  to  a  masculine  window-washing  com- 
pany. 

If  there  is  any  domestic  art  in  which  women 
excel  I  have  failed  to  hear  of  it.  Men  would 
certainly  improve  on  women  in  the  home. 

Again ;  since  the  dawn  of  history  men  have 
monopolized  politics,  and  graft  and  corruption 
have  been  the  rule.  Women,  when  they  have 
left  the  home,  generally  surpass  men,  as 
Queen  Elizabeth,  Queen  Victoria,  Joan  D'Arc, 
and  Mrs.  Pankhurst. 

Summary :  Women  are  failures  in  the  home 
and  successful  in  politics,  men  vice-versa. 
Therefore,  let  the  women  govern  the  country 
while  the  men  stay  at  home  and  take  care  of 
baby. 

'19. 
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Our  Neighbor's  Hens 


"Johnny,  you  walk  right  over  to  Mrs.  Clark 
and  tell  her  I'll  complain  the  next  time  I  catch 
her  hens  in  my  garden.  Tell  her  if  she  can't 
keep  them  to  home,  why  I'll  find  someone  that 
can." 

"Oh,  ma !  I  don't  want  to.  You  go.  She 
wouldn't  dare  to  say  anything  to  you.  She'd 
take  my  head  off.  Not  only  about  the  hens, 
but—." 

"John  Percival  Deane,  what  else  would  she 
have  to  complain  of  ?  I'm  sure  I'd  never  have 
such  pests  as  hens  around.  But  if  you  won't 
go,  I'll  go  and  give  her  a  good  piece  of  my 
mind." 

Thus  the  conversation  of  twelve  year  old 
John  Deane  and  his  mother  went  on.  You 
could  hardly  blame  John  for  not  wanting  to 
go.  Still  he  didn't  want  his  mother  to  go. 
She  wondered  what  was  up.  His  mother  was 
very  apt  to  say  more  than  she  meant  to. 

But  the  real  truth  of  it  was  that  Johnny  had 
stolen  some  apples  from  Mrs.  Clark's  large 
apple  tree.  The  consequences  were  that  Mrs. 
Clark  had  caught  Johnny  and  had  threatened 
to  tell  his  parents  if  she  caught  him  at  it  again. 
Surely  if  his  mother  complained  about  the 
hens,  Mrs.  Clark  would  tell  about  the  apples. 
That  would  mean  that  Johnny  and  his  father 
would  have  a  little  conference  together. 

Johnny  tried  his  best  to  keep  his  mother 
from  going.  He  watched  her  cross  the  yard  to 
Mrs.  Clark.  There  was  Mrs.  Clark  right  in 
the  yard. 

Johnny's  mother  had  hardly  entered   Mrs. 


Clark's  yard  when  she  heard  someone  call. 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Deane,  don't  you  want  some  of 
these  lovely  tomatoes?  I  just  got  them  from 
my  garden." 

Mrs.  Deane  managed  to  say,  "I'd  love  to 
have  some.    Can  you  spare  them?" 

Mrs.  Clark  filled  a  peck  measure. 

Just  as  Mrs.  Deane  was  leaving  the  yard  she 
spied  the  hens.  She  had  not  announced  her 
mission. 

Just  then  Mrs.  Clark  remarked,  "There's 
those  hens  in  your  garden  again.  I  told  Henry 
to  sell  them  as  soon  as  he  could.  Tell  Johnny 
to  send  them  home." 

"Never  mind.  I  guess  they  won't  do  any 
harm,"  said  Mrs.  Deane. 

"Won't  you  come  over  and  bring  your  sew- 
ing this  afternoon?"  Mrs.  Clark  inquired. 

"Yes,  maybe  I  will,  if  I  get  my  work  done 
in  time." 

John's  mother  went  into  the  house  and 
slammed  the  door. 

"Of  all  things !  I  went  over  to  Mrs.  Clark 
mad  enough  to  do  most  anything,  and  came 
back  with  a  peck  of  fresh  ripe  tomatoes." 

"Did  she  say  anything  about  anything  else  ?" 
Johnny  asked. 

"Yes." 

"Oh,  about  what?" 

"Nothing  especially ;  she  asked  me  to  come 
over  and  bring  my  sewing  this  afternoon." 

Johnny  asked  no  more  questions.  He  had 
heard  enough. 

Emilv  L.  Boshan,  1923. 


"If  you  are  interested  in  some  particular 
pursuit,  we  shall  be  glad  to  permit  you  to 
follow  it,"  said  the  warden  kindly  to  the 
newly  arrived  prisoner. 

"Thank  you  very  much,"  replied  the  con- 
vict politely,  "I'm  an  aviator." — Ex. 


That's  the  Idea 

"I  have  heard  that  the  most  dangerous 
thing  a  girl  can  do  is  to  throw  her  arms 
around  a  man  in  case  the  boat  upsets." 

"Uh,"  said  the  man.  "Perhaps  so.  This 
boat  is  perfectly  safe,  however." — Ex. 
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A    Fish    Story 


An  old  sailor,  with  his  cap  all  awry  as  usual, 
sat  on  a  log  by  the  waterside  and  listened  to 
the  crowd  of  eager  children  telling  him  of  the 
picnic. 

" — and  Uncle  Abe,  we  caught  fishes  for  our 
dinner,  and — " 

At  the  mention  of  "fishes"  the  old  man  sud- 
denly took  an  interest  in  the  conversation. 

"Speaking  of  fishes  reminds  me  of  a  time 
when  I  had  to  catch  fish  without  any  fish  line, 
an'  even  if  I  do  say  it,  I  was  right  smart  about 
it. 

"You  see,  'bout  fifty  years  ago,  our  ship 
'Pollyanna'  struck  a  gale.  The  wind  bio  wed 
and  the  rain  come  down  in  bucketfuls.  Wal, 
our  ship  went  down  and  it  was  a  sad  day  for 
us.  We  took  to  the  lifeboats,  another  feller 
an'  me. 

"We  paddled  'roundabout  what  seemed  a 
lifetime.  After  a  while  we  struck  land.  Gosh  ! 
I'll  never  forgit  it.  It  was  jest  a  little  sandy 
island.  No  trees,  no  grass,  nothin',  not  even 
a  scrap  of  wood.    Wal,  it  looked  mighty  good 


jest  then,  an'  we  landed.  We  was  near  fam- 
ished an'  jest  as  I  was  thinking  about  how 
we'd  git  food  I  spied  a  fish,  an'  a  beauty  it 
was,  too.  I  waded  out  knee-deep  for  it,  an' 
gosh,  the  fishes  war  thicker'n  skeeters.  Wal, 
I  pulled  up  two,  and  if  you  believe  it,  when  I 
got  to  shore  we  found  a  box  of  matches,  near 
a  tree.  Wal,  wal,  wa'n't  Ave  glad !  Then  we 
cut  down  the  tree,  an'  made  a  fire,  an'  ate  the 
fish,  an'  some  ship  crackers  we  managed  to 
save.  An'  jest  as  we  finished,  a  ship  come 
along  to  our  rescue  and  picked  us  up.  Gosh, 
wa'n't  we  glad  though,  an' — " 

"But,  Uncle  Abe,"  interrupted  one  eager  and 
attentive  listener,  "you  said  there  were  no 
trees,  no  food,  and  how  were  there  so  many 
fishes  in  such  shallow  water,  and  'Pollyanna' 
wasn't  living  fifty  years  ago,  and — "  ?  ?  ?  ?  ? 

Uncle  Abe  faced  his  young  questioner  defi- 
antly, after  such  a  nice  story,  and  murmured 
with  a  shake  of  his  head,  "How  d'ye  'spect  me 
to  remember  everything  fifty  years  gone-by? 
Anyway,  the  ship  was  Anna  something !" 

Isabel  Smith,  1921. 


The    Turning    of    the    Tide 


It  was  early  in  the  summer, 
I  was  sitting  by  the  bay. 

The  sails  were  idly  flapping. 
The  children  were  at  play. 


And  now  we  come  to  youth, 
Full  of  vigor  and  life's  bloom. 

And  I  know  within  my  heart 
All  that,  will  pass  too  soon. 


I  sat  there  thinking,  thinking 
Of  the  world  so  big  and  wide, 

How  life  to  us  is  passing. 
Like  the  turning  of  the  tide. 


Then  when  we  come  to  man's  estate 
And  cares  of  life  o'er  ride. 

When  the  turning-point  we  meet, 
Shall  we  be  satisfied  ? 


In  childhood's  happy  hours, 

The  tide  is  on  the  flow. 
They  notice  not  the  hours  pass, 
•  Nor  wonder  where  they  go. 


Thus  it  is  our  lives  flow  on, 
Like  the  ocean  billows  wide. 

And  each  of  us  must  come  at  last 
To  the  turning  of  the  tide. 

Bertha  E.  Wight,  1921. 
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Lost    and    Found 


Perhaps,  as  a  preliminary  to  my  little  yarn, 
I  ought  to  state  that  my  father  was  manager 
of  the  Golden  Nuggett  Mines,  and  that  I  was 
adding  some  practical  knowledge  to  my  tech- 
nical school  theories  of  Aline  Engineering. 
These  mines  were  situated  in  Colorado,  near 
famous  Cripple  Creek. 

One  late  afternoon  there  was  a  meeting  of 
foremen  in  my  father's  office  and  I  happened 
to  be  present.  The  meeting  was  brief  and  came 
to  an  end  just  as  dusk  was  falling.  All  present 
were  old  friends,  and  after  the  proceedings 
were  over,  fell  to  talking  of  one  thing  and  an- 
other. Finally,  the  conversation  became  less 
casual  and  turned  to  swapping  stories.  I  will 
now  try  to  tell  the  one  recounted  by  Bill  Wal- 
ters, a  grizzled  old  fellow,  who  had  worked  in 
the  coal  mines  of  Pennsylvania. 

"Morgantown,  Pennsylvania,  was  a  thriving 
coal  town,  at  one  time,  producing  the  best  qual- 
ity of  coal  in  the  state.  The  vein  petered  out 
and  after  some  futile  attempts  to  pick  it  up 
again,  the  mining  company  left  the  town.  As 
a  consequence,  Morgantown  went  back  into  the 
sleepy  ways  of  fifteen  years  before. 

"At  the  time  of  the  failure  of  the  mines  an 
old  man,  John  Kendrick  by  name,  was  living 
in  Morgantown.  Old  John,  as  he  was  called 
on  account  of  his  sixty  years,  was  a  widower 
with  one  son,  Harry.  His  heart  had  been 
wrapped  up  in  Harry,  with  the  idea  of  being 
well  cared  for  bv  him  in  his  declining  vears. 
The  education  of  the  boy  had  been  completed, 
and  had  left  Old  John  practically  penniless, 
when  he  was  struck  a  terrible  blow  by  Harry's 
disappearance,  a  year  before  the  closing  of  the 
mine,  in  which  the  boy  had  worked.  There 
was  but  one  place  for  a  penniless  old  man  with 
poor  relations  to  go.  John  Kendrick  went 
there. 

"Twenty  years  later,  a  geologist,  spending 
his  vacation  in  Morgantown,  found  a  continua- 
tion of  the  old  vein  in  a  drift  that  had  been 
given  up  before  the  closing  of  the  mine.  In- 
side of  two  months,  work  was  progressing  at 
top  speed  in  the  old  shaft,  and  Old  John,  whose 


hair  was  now  white  with  eighty  troublesome 
years,  came  down  to  contemplate  in  silence 
this  hive  of  industry.  It  brought  back  old 
memories  and  thoughts  of  the  blind  faith  that 
Harry  had  broken,  until  he  worked  himself  in- 
to such  a  nervous  state  that  another  visit  was 
forbidden  him. 

"One  day,  shortly  after  Old  John's  visit,  a 
bunch  of  miners,  talking  excitedly,  came  to  the 
Poor  Farm  and  asked  for  Old  John.  Seeing 
him  at  work  in  one  of  the  barns,  they  ran  to 
him,  hustled  him  into  a  waiting  automobile, 
and  rushed  him  to  the  mine. 

"  'Yes,'  said  one  miner,  'he's  the  oldest  one 
there.    He  ought  to  know  if  anyone  does.' ' 

"When  they  reached  the  mine  they  took  him 
to  a  little  knoll  under  some  trees.  There,  lying 
on  the  sward,  was  a  young  man  of  apparently 
twenty  years,  stone  cold  in  death.  Before  they 
could  put  a  question  Old  John  ran  to  the  body, 
muttered  something  thickly  and  indistinctly,  in 
which  'Harry'  and  'my  boy'  alone  were  audible, 
and  fell  on  the  turf.  That  night  he  died  in  the 
midst  of  a  delirium. 

"It  seems  that  while  digging  in  the  old  drift, 
the  miners  had  dug  through  to  a  little  cell, 
formed  long  before  by  a  cave-in.  At  first  they 
feared  to  venture  in  on  account  of  the  strong 
gas  fumes,  but  as  the  air  cleared,  one  fellow 
climbed  in.  He  gave  a  cry,  and  the  others  fol- 
lowed into  the  hole.  A  young  man  lay  there 
in  a  perfect  state  of  preservation,  owing  to  the 
air-tight  condition  of  the  cell.  They  picked 
him  up.  carried  him  to  the  open  air,  and — well 
— we  know  the  rest." 

For  a  moment  after  WTalters  had  finished, 
no  one  moved.  Then  Frank  Evans  rose  in  the 
deepening  darkness,  peered  out  of  the  window 
at  the  stars,  twinkling  brighter  than  diamonds 
in  the  dark  heavens,  and  said  rather  huskily, 
"Well,  had  a  hard  day.  Guess  I'll  go  home  and 
turn  in."  That  broke  the  ice  and  soon  all  se- 
riousness had  vanished  as  they  passed  to  the 
cool  air  of  the  night. 

Arnold  Haskell.  1920. 


28 


THE     GOLDEN -ROD 


The    Motor-Boat    Ride 

There's  a  lullaby  note  in  each  swishing  wave, 
And  a  mirth  that  no  sovereign  can  feel, 
As  the  motor  hums  like  a  soldier  brave 
And  my  hands  hold  the  steering  wheel. 
There's  the  light  from  the  moon  and  the  light 

from  a  star, 
That  guide  me  across  the  sea, 
And  a  cool,  gentle  breeze  that  brings  from  afar 
The  memories  of  you  to  me. 

Esther  Nilsen,  1921. 


Rubaiyat  of  the   Freshman   and  the  Lunch  Counter 

I  IV 


Wake,  Freshman !  for  the  clear  Tones  of  that 

Bell 
Which  bring  the  Hopes  of  Grub,  and  Dreams 

dispel, 
Have  sounded  now,  and  all  your  Little  Friends 
Have  rushed  into  the  Corridor,  pell-mell. 


II 


Here,    as    you're    gaily    dashing   through    the 

Door, 
A  Teacher,  pacing  up  and  down  the  Floor, 
Will  seize  you,  place  you  up  against  the  Wall, 
Declaring,  "\^du  shall  run — oh,  nevermore  !" 


Ill 


But  now,  at  last,  you've  reached  the  Hall  of 

Grub. 
Your  weary  Way  you  elbow,  push,  and  rub, 
Thinking,  "Had  I  but  some  Ice-Cream  now, 
T'would  make  a  Paradise  o'  this  Hubbub." 


V 


You've  reached  the  Counter,   Standing  there 

before, 
You  wildly  search  your  Pockets  o'er  and  o'er 
For  that  darn  Dime  you  brought  with  you — 

you're  sure, 
And  Nothing  find — but  an  old  Apple  Core. 


VI 


W  nen  free,  again  you  try  to  make  your  Way, 
But.  colliding  with  the  Bearer  of  a  Tray, 
Spill  Rivers  of  Beef  Stew  upon  the  Stairs, 
And  then — What  rhymes  with  Tray?     Hay? 

Jay?  Nay? 


Teacher  :    "Johnny,  use  the  words  'detest' 
and  'deduce'  in  a  sentence." 

Johnny :  "I  flunked  on  de  test  and  de  folks 


But  the  stern  Guard,  indifferent  to  your  Fate, 
Mechanically  turns  an  empty  Plate. 
While  you  go  sadly  wand'ring  on  your  Way, 
Thinking  of  all  the  Things  you  might  have  ate. 

Harriot  Barbour. 


gave  me   de   deuce." — Ex. 


Little  grains  of  sawdust, 
Little  strips  of  wood. 
Treated  scientifically, 

Make  a  breakfast  food. — Ex. 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


29 


A    Thunderstorm 


On  a  dark  and  cloudy  morning  day  was 
just  breaking.  The  sun  was  sending  its  first 
faint  rays  up  from  the  East.  Black  thunder- 
clouds were  drawing  together  like  marshal- 
ing hosts  about  to  charge.  Flashes  of  light- 
ning zigzagged  across  the  dark  sky.  The 
clouds  met  and  the  thunder  pealed.     Torrents 


of  rain  fell  and  drenched  the  earth.  The 
heavenly  artillery  roared  with  a  terrific  din 
unequaled  by  any  earthly  power. 

Then  out  from  the  East  flashed  the  sun's 
bright  rays ;  like  shining  swords,  they  cleft  the 
clouds.  The  sky  became  a  clear  blue,  and  the 
great  sun  rose  upon  a  dripping  earth. 

Sidney  Anderson,  1923. 


Like    a    Flower 

(Du  bist  wie  eine  Blume — Heinrich  Heine) 


As  fair  and  pure  and  lovely 

As  any  flower  thou  art ; 
I  gaze  at  thee,  and  sorrow 

Pervades  my  longing  heart. 

It  is  as  if  I  gently  laid 

My  hands  upon  thy  brow, 

Praying  that  God  may  keep  thee 
As  fair  as  thou  art  now. 

Harriot  Barbour. 


He  Wins 
Prison  Reformer — "Is  there  any  particu- 
lar book  you'd  like  to  make  use  of?" 

Prisoner  3854 — "Sure,  if  I  could  only  use 
it  right,  I'd  like  to  have  a  railroad  guide." 

— Ex. 

A  New  Venture 

"Hello,  Rastus !  What  are  you  doing 
nowadays?" 

"Ah  be  engaged  in  de  minin'  business." 

"That  so,  what  kind  of  mining,  gold,  silver 
or  diamond?" 

"It  ain't  none  of  dem,  suh !  Ah  am  in  de 
calsominin'  business." — Ex. 


Beech-Nut 

"It's   expensive  to   keep   cows,   isn't   it?" 

asked  the  city  chap. 

"Quite,"  returned  the  farmer.     "Why?" 
"I  was   thinking  what   a   lot   of  chewing 

gum  you  have  to  buy  for  them." 

Certainly 
She — "And  will  you  love  me  to  the  end?" 
He — "Yes,   no   matter  how   soon   it   may 
come." — Ex. 

"Explain  'Cyclops.'  " 

"He  was  the  man  who  wrote  the  cyclo- 
pedia."— Ex. 
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SCHOOL   NEWS 


SCHOOL    LIBRARY 


During  the  year  1919  the  value  of  our 
school  library  has  increased  considerably. 
The  library  now  contains  nearly  two  thousand 
volumes,  receives  sixteen  monthly  and  seven 
weekly  periodicals  and  three  daily  papers. 
The  co-operation  with  the  Thomas  Crane  Pub- 
lic Library  in  regards  to  instruction  and 
bibliographical  work  for  sophomore  and 
junior  pupils  has  been  a  marked  success.  In 
the  course  of  the  year  several  interesting  ex- 
hibitions have  been  held :  School  Literary 
Aids,  Amateur  Photography,  Illustrated  Edi- 
tion of  Books  from  Girls'  High  School, 
Brooklyn,  and  others.  Two  very  valuable 
donations  were  recently  received:  Grainger's 
Index  to  Poetry  and  Recitations,  a  reference 
book,  and  a  ninth  edition  of  the  Encyclopaedia 
Brittannica. 

To  those  pupils  who  are  not  acquainted 
with  our  library — go  up  and  meet  our 
librarian,  Miss  Bates ;  take  a  look  at  some  of 
the  books  or  magazines.  Do  not  put  it  off; 
you  do  not  know  what  a  source  of  information 
our  library  is.    Go  up  and  become  acquainted. 

■ — o — 

The  following  students  have  been  enrolled 
on  the  honor  list  for  the  year  of  1919 : 

Class  of  1919 
John  Preti 

Class  of  1920 
Harriet  Barbour 
Hilda  Cedarstrom 
William  Couch 
Herbert  Fitton 
John  Holden 
Dorothy  O'Meara 

Class  of  1921 
Ruth  Carlson 
Harriet  Couch 
Reginald  Hanson 


Arthur  Mendel 
Arthur  Whitehead 
Bertha  Wight 

Class  of  1922 
Esther  Adams 
Dorothy  Chute 
Donald  Comings 
Hazel  Jackson 
Palmer  Twilton 

Class  of  February  1923 
Eleanor  Akin 
Fenner  Barbour 
Joseph  Cohen 
Mary  Driscoll 
John  Reed 
Marie  Wood 
— o — 
The  club  officers  of  the  Thalia  Club  for  the 
year  1919  were: 

President — Florence  Hoagland. 
Vice  President — Edna  Campbell. 
Secretary — Dorothea   Joyce. 
Treasurer — Gladys  Jenkins. 
Several  very  enjoyable  meetings  were  held 
during  the  year.     On  March  31,  1919,  one  of 
particular  interest  occurred  in  the  form  of  a 
Kipling   Memoir.     The   life   of   Kipling  was 
read  and  many  of  his  poems  were  recited  by 
different    members.      The    Club    sang    three 
songs :    The   Gypsy  Trail,    On   the   Road   to 
Mandalay,    and    Kipling's    Recessional.      Re- 
freshments were  served. 

At  nearly  all  the  school  activities  held  in 
the  past  year  the  students  have  listened  with 
great  pleasure  to  our  High  School  orchestra. 

Conductor: 

Gabriel  Nathan,  '19 
i st  Violins: 

Lucy  Bagg,  '19 

Morris  Goldner,  '21 

Gadalia  Parris,  '21 


32 


THE     GOLDEX-ROD 


Ardello  Richardson,   '20 

Floris  Wilson,  '20 
2nd  Violins: 

Wilson  Barstow,  '22 

Clarence  Canniff,  '22 

Mary  Dibona,  '22 

Arthur  Mendel,  '22 

Hildur  Wester,  '20 
1st  Cornets: 

Harold  Merrill  '20 

Henry  Syvanen.  '23 
Clarinets: 

Perly  Stevens,  '23 

Fred  Syvanen,  '20 
'Celli: 

Miss  Howes, 

Miss  Wilkes 

Drums: 

Harold  Severance,  '22 

Bells: 

Joseph  Uppling,  '21 
Piano: 

Svea  Wester  '19 

Miss   Tuthill 

Debating  Society 
The  following  officers  were  chosen  at  the 
semi-annual  election  in  January  : 

President — Wallace  Trumper. 
Vice  President — Gordon  Banks. 
Secretary — Edward  Shyne. 
Treasurer — Herbert  Fitton. 

The  outstanding  features  of  the  Club's  ac- 
tivity this  year  have  been  the  two  interscholas- 
tic  debates.  The  first,  held  at  Winthrop,  was 
lost  to  the  Winthrop  team,  but  Quincy  held 
the  best  speaker,  John  Flavin.  However,  con- 
sidering the  fact  that  Quincy  is  so  young  at 
interscholastic  debating,  she  has  a  remark- 
able record!?  The  second  debate,  held  May 
9,  1919.  was  a  double  header  between  Cam- 
bridge Latin  and  Quincy  High.  The  question 
was :    Resolved:    That    Immigration   of   Un- 


skilled Labor  to  the  United  States  be  Pro- 
hibited for  a  Period  of  Four  Years.  Our 
affirmation  team  composed  of 

Trescott  Abele 
John  Preti 
Edward  Shyne 

with  Edgar  Lundin,  as  alternate,  was  slightly- 
defeated  by  the  Cambridge  Latin  negative 
team  at  Cambridge.  In  our  own  school  hall. 
our  negative  team  composed  of 

Roland  Forsyth 

Gordon  Banks 
John  Flavin 

with  William  Couch,  as  alternate,  gained  a. 
mighty  victory  over  the  Cambridge  affirma- 
tive team.  The  attendance  here  was  larger 
than  at  any  previous  debate,  showing  the  in- 
creasing popularity  of  debating. 

In  celebration  of  its  first  victory,  the  Debat- 
ing Society  held  a  unique  banquet  on  the  night 
of  May  14.     The  program  was  in  charge  of 

Gerald  Sullivan 

Spencer  Gray 
Walter  O'Brien 

The  president,  acting  as  toastmaster,  called 
upon  several  members  of  the  Club  and  upon 
some  of  the  young  lady  guests  for  impromptu 
speeches.  There  were  certainly  some  rare 
specimens  rendered.  The  remainder  of  the 
evening  was  spent  playing  games. 

Senior  Class 
At   the   meeting  held  on   March  27,   1917,. 
the  Senior  Class  voted  to  have  both  a  ban- 
quet and  a  reception.     For  this  purpose  the 
following  committees  were  elected : 

Banquet  Committee 
Chairman,  Arleen  Williams 
Sarah  McPherson 
Doris  Bissett 
Gerald  Sullivan 
Wallace  Trumper 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


33 


Reception  Committee 
Chairman,  Robert  Foye 

Gertrude  Dahl 
John  Flavin 
Joseph  Poole 
Walter  O'Brien 

The   other  committees   elected  were 

Class  Historians 
Trescott  Abele 
Dorothea  Joyce 

Class  Prophets 
Margaret  Dahlen 
John  Flavin 

On  the  night  of  April  24,  1919,  the  Senior 
Class  presented  "My  Friend  from  India"  with 
"howling  success."  Under  the  competent 
direction  of  Miss  Elizabeth  O'Neil  the  play 
was  put  on  with  lots  of  speed  and  "pep." 
Every  seat  in  the  hall  was  sold  two  weeks  be- 
fore the  night  of  the  play,  thus  insuring  a 
"full  house."  One  of  the  unique  features  of 
the  evening  was  the  dance  and  costumes  of 
the  candy  girls.  "Lest  we  forget" — the 
Senior  Class  wishes  to  thank  the  school  for  its 
loyal  support  and  co-operation. 

Sophomore  Class 
The  class  of  1921  organized  on  May  7,  1919, 
and  chose  a  nomination  committee  consisting 
of  six  members,  one  from  each  ward.  At  the 
next  meeting,  the  following  officers  and  com- 
mittees were  elected : 

President — Lawrence  Leavitt 
Vice  President — Elizabeth  Breslyn 
Secretary — Bertha  Wight 
Treasurer — Donald  Bennett 

Pin  Committee 

John  Lane 
Reginald  Hanson 
John  Miller 

Motto   Committee 
Barbara  Wells 
Paul  Akin 
William  Mitchell 


Mr.  Oswald,  world  famous  typist,  gave  a 
very  interesting  talk  upon  the  subject  of 
"Speed  and  Concentration"  to  the  pupils  of 
the  typewriting  department.  Some  of  the 
stunts  with  which  he  illustrated  his  talk 
were:  writing  235  words  per  minute  on  a 
stock  Underwood  typewriter.  This  remark-' 
able  speed  means  twelve  and  one-half  strokes 
per  second!  Mr.  Oswald  copied  from  dicta- 
tion at  the  rate  of  168  words  per  minute.  To 
show  his  wonderful  powers  of  concentration 
he  allowed  several  people,  and  Mr.  French,  to 
fire  questions  at  him  continually,  while  he 
typewrote,  copying  from  a  miscellaneous  piece 
of  paper,  as  fast  as  he  was  able.  He  not  only 
answered  all  the  questions  with  complete  sen- 
tences, but  was  able  to  copy  at  the  rate  of  153 
words  per  minute !  This  is  certainly  a  great 
record. 

English  Club 

The  English  Club  of  the  Quincy  High 
School  was  organized  on  April  20,  1919.  At 
this  meeting  two  committees  were  chosen,  a 
nominating  committee  and  a  constitution  com- 
mittee. Those  present  discussed  the  member- 
ship requirements  and  decided  upon  the  fol- 
lowing :  At  least  75  per  cent,  in  English  and 
a  desire  to  participate  in  the  programs  of  the 
meetings. 

At  a  special  meeting  held  two  weeks  later 
the  following  members  were  elected  to  office: 

President — Roland  Forsyth 
Vice  President — Edna  Campbell 
Secretary — Lawrence  Dewey 
Treasurer — Alfred  Gargaro 

The  constitution  was  taken  up,  article  by 
article,  and  discussed  at  length. 

The  first  regular  meeting  of  the  English 
Club  was  held  on  Monday,  May  12,  1919. 
After  the  constitution  had  been  accepted,  sev- 
eral very  interesting  discussions  took  place, 
and  some  of  the  members  spoke  upon  topics  of 
their  own  choosing.  The  enthusiasm  shown 
by  those  who  spoke  and  the  keen  interest  of 
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everyone  seems  to  promise  that  the  English 
Club  will  be  very  popular  in  a  year  or  so. 

Latin  Club 

Since  the  loss  of  Miss  O'Neil  the  duty  of 
faculty  advisor  of  the  Club  has  been  ably 
performed  by  Mr.  Jewell,  the  new  head  of  the 
Latin  Department. 

As  a  result  of  the  last  semi-annual  election, 
the  following  members  now  hold  office : 

Consul — Dorothy  Cole 
Praetor — Edna  Campbell 
Quaestor — Frederick  Djerf 

We  should  like  to  know  who  the  young 
man  is  who  stands  out  on  the  stone  post  at 
the  south  end  of  the  school  grounds  every  re- 
cess and  starts  to  halloo  like  a  cheap  politician. 
All  the  evidence  we  have  is  that  he  is  nearly 
hidden  behind  an  extremely  loud  orange 
necktie !     Who  is  he  ? 

Mystery — W 'here  is  the 
dignity  of  the  0.  H.  S.? 

The  other  morning  the  new  milkman  on 
our  route  stopped  at  the  High  School  about 
recess  time  and  wanted  to  know  if  he  could 


supply  the  Quincy  Day  Nursery  with  its  daily 
milk.  Well,  we  told  him  he  could  if  he 
wanted  to  take  the  trouble  to  go  down  to  the 
nursery  and  ask  them  about  it.  Come  to  find 
out  he  thought  that  this  High  School  was  the 
Quincy  Day  Nursery !  .  Now  why?  That's 
the  question.  We  are  inclined  to  believe  that 
friend  milkman  took  our  highly  educated 
1923  Freshmen  to  be  about  the  '"Day  Nursery 
size."  Cheer  up;  they'll  grow;  while  there's 
life,  there's  'ope,  you  know. 

— o — 
"What's  the  matter  with  our  system  of  drink- 
ing fountains?  Most  of  them  are  either  regu- 
lar "Old  Faithful  Geysers"  or  else  they  are 
drier  than  the  "Little  Brown  Jug"  will  be 
after  July  first. 

Famous  sayings  of  famous  people.  By  all 
the  authority  of  the  gods,  we  claim  that  Miss 
Thompson,  not  D'Annunzio,  originated  the  ex- 
pression "On  ne  passe  pas  !" 

What  is  all  this  we  hear  about  Miss  Thayer 
"packing  her  traps?"  Well,  best  o'  luck  to 
you  on  your — vacation. 

Wallace  L.  Trumper, 

News  Editor. 


He  Wasn't  Afraid 

Dugan,  the  roofer,  was  sent  to  the  mil- 
lionaire's home  to  find  a  leak  in  the  roof. 

As  he  entered  the  front  hall,  the  butler 
whispered  to  Dugan : 

"You  are  requested  to  be  careful  of  the 
hardwood  floors  ;  they  have  just  been  pol- 
ished'. 

•"Sure  there's  no  danger  of  me  slippin'  on 
'thim  "  Dugan  replied.  "Oi  have  spikes  in  me 
shoes." 

New  Latin  Verbs  Discovered  by  a  Student 
Dogo,  dogere.  pupsi,  bitum. 
Slido,  slidere,  slipsi,  fallum. 
Skato,  skatere,  fallsi,  bumpum.— Ex. 


"Stockings  ?"  said  the  clerk  "Yes,  ma'am, 
what  number  do  you  wear?" 

"What  number?"  she  snapped,  "why,  two, 
of  course.  What  do  you  think  I  am — a  cen- 
tipede?"— Ex. 

Ruth  rode  in  my  new  cycle  car, 

In  the  seat  in  back  of  me. 
Took  a  bump  at  fifty-five, 

And  rode  on  Ruthlesslv. — Ex. 


"Did  he  take  you  out  last  evening?" 
"No,  we  sat  on  the  sofa  all  evening.' 
"Mv,  that  was  a  close  call !" — Ex. 
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Dear  Alumni  Editor, 

What  I  have  been  doing  with  my  high 
school  education,  painfully  injected  by  teach- 
ers whose  patience  I  can  now  appreciate,  will 
prove  interesting  to  some  of  the  high  school 
students  and  alumni,  not  because  I  write  it, 
but  because  everyone  seems  to  think  the  sort 
of  work  I  am  doing  "fascinating." 

For  more  than  a  year  and  a  half  I  have  been 
a  reporter.  I'll  warrant  the  word  "reporter" 
is  immediately  bringing  to  mind  visions  of  a 
mannish  female,  with  tortoise  shell  spectacles, 
high  collar  and  tie,  broad,  flat  shoes,  (I  do 
wear  broad  shoes ;  I  find  they  are  the  only 
kind  that  fit,)  and  with  a  huge  note-book  and 
pencil  in  her  hand.  From  the  usual  concep- 
tion of  a  reporter's  duties  I  sometimes  suspect 
the  public  also  believes  we  carry  a  spy-glass, 
Sherlock  Holmes'  style,  on  our  hunt  for  news. 

What  is  there  of  mystery  about  a  reporter 
that  almost  invariably  causes  a  stir  when  peo- 
ple know  there  is  one  about?  Even  I  have, 
time  and  again,  found  myself  the  embarrassed 
cynosure  of  curious  eyes,  after  someone,  in  a 
stage  whisper,  has  pointed  me  out  as  a  re- 
porter.   Needless  to  say,  I  am  used  to  it  now. 

Reporters  are  really  just  like  anybody  else, 
going  about  their  daily  tasks,  living  unassum- 
ing (not  quiet)  lives.  On  second  thought, 
how  could  we  be  like  anybody  else  ?  Who  but 
a  being  foredoomed  by  fate  for  the  newspa- 
per "game,"  as  they  call  it,  could  see  any  fun 
in  rushing  around  at  all  hours  of  the  day  and 
night,  dashing  off  a  few  fire,  murder,  wedding, 
and  party  stories  in  the  morning;  attending  a 
lecture  on  "Bolshevism ;  or  the  dictatorship 
of  the  proletariat,"  after  lunch ;  stopping  in 
afterward  to  a  couple  of  pink  teas  or  socials, 
and  in  the  evening  making  a  round,  of  a  score 
of  halls,  to  get  dancing  parties,  lectures,  and 
receptions.  Surely  anyone  who  voluntarily 
picks  this  sort  of  life  must  be  a  little  peculiar. 
I  hasten  to  state  that  the  above  is  not  a  word 


picture  of  my  average  day,  although  on  busy 
days  it  is  not  much  of  an  exaggeration.  In 
the  aggregate,  however,  we  do  not  work 
much  harder  than  the  average  human  being, 
although  we  work  in  such  a  different  way  that 
we  always  seem  to  be  on  the  rush. 

The  general  conception  of  a  reporter's  duties 
seems  to  be  that  he  is  a  composite  police- 
man, fireman,  social  climber,  and  detective. 
For  that  matter,  a  young  newspaperman  I 
know,  during  his  first  week  at  the  game,  used 
to  run  for  his  hat  whenever  he  heard  the  fire 
alarm.  He  has  since  learned  that  the  tele- 
phone offers  a  simpler  means  of  getting  any 
but  serious  fires.  Another  person  once  asked 
me  if  reporters  had  beats,  like  policemen,  to 
get  the  news.  Most  stories  are  gathered  from 
regular  news  sources,  police  and  fire  head- 
quarters, undertakers'  offices,  the  hospitals, 
departments  at  City  Hall,  the  courthouse,  etc. 

The  work  of  the  newspaper  correspondent, 
another  phase  of  the  "game",  accounts  for 
the  ability  of  the  newspapers  to  print  stories 
of  events  happening  miles  away  within  less 
than  an  hour  after  they  have  occurred.  All 
big  city  papers  have  representatives  in  the  im- 
portant suburbs  and  surrounding  cities  and 
towns,  who  keep  their  finger,  as  it  were,  on 
the  pulse  of  their  assigned  district.  When 
anything  happens,  they  immediately  get  in 
touch  with  their  paper  by  telephone,  and  give 
the  details. 

The  newspaper  is  truly  the  servant  of  the 
public,  and  the  latter  treats  it  as  some  men 
treat  their  wives,  but  would  never  dare  treat 
the  cook.  If  a  reporter  makes  a  mistake,  irate 
voices  over  the  telephone  inform  the  editor 
of  the  fact  all  the  morning,  but  when  a  story 
does  please  "the  constant  reader",  not  a  sound 
is  heard. 

The  work  has  some  advantages,  however, 
for  we  know  what  is  happening  in  the  city 
hours  before  the  public  is  told  of  it.    The  pop- 


36 


THE     GOLD  EN -ROD 


ular  idea  that  a  reporter  likes  his  job  because 
he  gets  free  tickets  to  entertainments,  becomes 
mirthless  to  one  who  spends  his  evenings  lis- 
tening to  the  singing  of  people  whose  voices 
should  never  be  heard  outside  the  privacv  of 
then  own  rooms,  and  attending  plays  and  en- 
tertainments that  are  just  like  hundreds  of 
others  he  has  had  to  cover. 

Surely  anyone  who  has  read  my  letter  thus 
far  knows  as  much  about  reporting  as  I  do, 
and  perhaps  more. 

A  fear  comes  over  me  that  I  have  painted 
such  an  alluring  picture  of  the  excitement,  and 
therefore  desirability,  of  newspaper  work, 
that  there  will  be  a  stampede  for  editors'  of- 
fices as  soon  as  the  long  line  of  1919  gradu- 
ates, resplendent  in  blue  serge  and  white  mus- 
lin, has  passed  across  the  stage  at  Quincy 
High  School,  diplomas  in  hand. 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  offer  advice.  Anyone 
else  will  give  it  gladly.  But  to  those  who  may 
be  seriously  considering  the  work,  I  might  re- 
mind them  that  there  is  no  reporters'  union, 
and  that  all  the  jokes  the  magazines  earn- 
about  the  young  "cub"  reporter  who  has  only 
a  bowing  acquaintance  with  a  square  meal 
are  founded  on  cold,  hard  fact. 

After  all.  though,  a  reporter's  job.  or  any 
other,  is  only  a  step  on  the  ladder  that  will 
lead  to  something  higher,  if  you  climb  hard 
enough.  And  when  you  will  have  learned  to 
treat  little  worries  like  the  effect  of  the  high 
cost  of  living  on  the  pay  envelope  of  the  raw 
recruit  in  the  army  of  workers,  you  will  have 
gained,  in  the  acquirement  of  optimism  and 
a  consequent  enjoyment  in  existence,  what 
many  a  man  who  counts  his  wealth  in  seven 
figures  would  give  it  all  to  possess. 

1917. 


The  Alumni  will  greatly  regret  to  hear  that 

Miss   Louise   Holt,   formerly  the   Head   of 

the  French  Department,  died   from  influenza 

in  April.     She  was  at  that  time  Head  of  the 

French  Department  in  Pawtucket,  R.  I. 


1908 

Angelo  Bizzozero  has  recently  been  dis- 
charged from  the  service,  having  been  sta- 
tioned at  an  aviation  camp  in  Texas. 

Arthur  Bullock  has  returned  from  overseas 
after  many   thrilling  experiences. 

1909 

Margaret  Lennon  has  recently  announced 
her  engagement  to  Charles  A.  Reardon. 

Allison  Marsh  is  teaching  at  Amherst  Agri- 
cultural College. 

Ada  Williams  and  Wesley  Beckford  have 
been  married. 

1910 

Gladys  G.  Hunt  was  married  in  August  to 
John  A.  Diologue  of  Portsmouth,  N.  H. 

Eleanor  Files  Patch  is  working  for  the 
government  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

Elizabeth  F.  Torrey  and  Clarence  S.  Arm- 
strong, TO,  have  announced  their  engagement. 

1911 

John  Pfaffman  lost  his  life  in  France  while 
on  a  practice  flight. 

1912 

Olive  Barnicoat  was  recently  married  and 
is  living  in  Chicago. 

Celia  McLennan  is  teaching  in  the  Lancas- 
ter, Mass..  High  School. 

Clarence  Lundin  is  still  in  the  navy  and  is- 
stationed  off  the  coat  of  Scotland. 

1913 

Viola  Files  is  at  home  on  account  of  illness. 

Walter  Forbush  and  Helen  M.  Desome  are- 
married. 

Irene  Harvey  is  employed  in  the  clerical 
force  at  the  Fore  River. 

Wesley  Williams  and  Esther  Beckford, 
Simmons,  '16,  are  married. 

1914 
Ruth  Gordon  Jones  married  a  member  of 
her  company  soon  after  her  stay  in   Boston. 
starring  in  "Seventeen." 
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Katherine    Reed   is    teaching   Kindergarten 
in  Wellesley  Hills. 

1915 

Katherine    Follet    has    announced    her    en- 
gagement to  Herbert  Mann  of  Wollaston. 

Hazel  Livingston  is  now  a  senior  at  Welles- 
ley. 

Frederick  Roache  is  a  member  of  the  Soph- 
omore Class  at  Yale. 

Amy  Torrey  is  working  in  the  law  office  of 
R.  M.  Turner,  Boston. 

1916 

Paul  Brown,  Townsend  Hingston  and  Carl 
Leander  are  all  attending  Technology. 

Anna  Campbell  is  studying  at  Jackson. 

Eva  Diack  is  teaching  in    the     Coddington 
School,  Quincy. 

Ebba    Holteen   is    finishing   her   course    at 
Sargent's  Physical  Training  School. 

Augusta   La   Brecque    is    employed   at   the 
Red  Cross  Headquarters,  Boston. 

Elizabeth    Reed   is   working  at    the    Crane 
Public  Library. 

1917 

Esther  Bagg  is  in  the   Freshman  class  at 
Radcliffe. 

Olive  Bateman  is  attending  Miss  Haskell's 
School  in  Cambridge. 

James  Le   Cain,  Theodore     Higgins,     and 
John  Mahoney  are  at  Tufts. 

Russell   Johnson  and  John   Cummings  are 
studying  at  Technology. 

Marjorie  Gaudet  is  employed  at  the  Fore 
River. 

Gretchen  Horst  has  announced  her  engage- 
ment to  Stanley  Cummings. 

Percy  O.  Jenkins  is  studying  at  Staunton 
Military  Academy,  Staunton,  Virginia. 

Evelyn  Luke  is  working  at   Bigelow-Ken- 
nard's,  Boston. 

Augusta  MacMahon  is  working  in  a  Quincy 
bank. 

Mabel  Merigan  is  a  stenographer  in  Yer- 
xa's  garage. 

Webster   Pierce   is    now   attending   North- 
eastern  College. 


Priscilla  White  is  a  Sophomore  at  Rad- 
cliffe. 

1918 

Wilson   Blake   is  attending   Chauncy  Hall. 

Raymond  Blanchard  has  entered  Amherst 
Agricultural  College. 

Lawrence  Curtin  is  studying  at  Boston  Col- 
lege. 

Stuart  Dimmick  is  a  Freshman  at  Tech- 
nology. 

Joanna  Falconer  is  attending  Boston  Uni- 
versity. 

Sadie  Files  is  working  at  the  Crane  Public 
Library. 

Ellen  Fitzgerald  is  an  operator  for  N.  E. 
T.  and  Tel. 

Barbara  Foley  is  studying  at  the  Clark 
Shorthand  School. 

Mabelle  Geddes  is  taking  a  post-graduate 
course. 

Louis  George  is  working  at  Fore  River  and 
intends  to  enter  Tufts  in  the  fall. 

David  Gesmer  is  a  member  of  the  Fresh- 
man Class,  Harvard. 

Gladys  Irwin  is  training  to  be  a  nurse  at 
the  Quincy  Hospital. 

Clara  Jacobson  is  a  clerk  in  Johnson's 
market. 

Alma  Lawry  is  a  stenographer  at  the  Vic- 
tory Plant. 

Helen  Lawry  is  employed  as  a  stenographer 
at  the  Fore  River. 

Marjorie  Leach  and  Mary  Waterman  are 
Freshmen  at  Radcliffe. 

Charles  McBrayne  is  working  at  the  Fore 
River. 

Cordelia  McLennan  and  Doris  Turner  are 
at  Boston  University,  C.  B.  A. 

Helen  Murphy  is  teaching  the  violin  in 
Boston. 

Theodore  Nixon  is  at  Bowdoin  College. 

Henry  O'Brien  is  with  his  father,  City 
Engineer. 

Stanhope  Ring  expects  to  enter  Annapolis 
in  June. 

Mabel  Roache  attends  Mt.  Holyoke  College. 
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Sylvia  Rund  is  a  bookkeeper  for  the  United 
Drug  Co. 

Daavid  Weinhouse  is  President  of  the 
Freshman  Class  at  Boston  University  and  di- 
rector of  the  school  orchestra. 

Royal  Weymouth  is  studying  at  Boston 
University. 


Extract  from  a  letter  written  by  Clarence 
Lundin,  who  is  on  a  submarine  chaser.  The 
letter  was  written  while  he  was  stopping  at 
Inverness,  Scotland. 

"Life  on  a  chaser  does  not  improve  with 
age,  it's  not  a  life  that  one  can  get  used  to,  and 
I  certainly  can't  imagine  anyone  liking  the 
life.  Won't  home  seem  heaven,  and  Mother 
a  veritable  angel,  and  her  cooking !  but  I  must 
stop  thinking  about  it.  I  made  a  couple  of 
very  interesting  sight  seeing  trips  lately,  one 
to  Culloden  Battlefield.  Do  you  remember 
Prince  Charlie,  the  Stewart  claimant  to  the 
English  throne,  called  the  Young  Pretender, 
who  started  an  uprising  among  the  Highland- 
ers in  1745  for  the  purpose  of  securing  the 
crown  of  England  and  Scotland  for  himself? 
Culloden  was  his  Waterloo ;  here  he  made  his 
last  stand  and  was  defeated  by  a  British  Army 
which  outnumbered  him  2  to  1,  on  April  19, 


1745.  The  clans  are  buried  on  the  battlefield, 
in  separate  graves,  each  clan's  grave  marked 
by  a  headstone.  Prince  Charlie  is  still  revered 
and  well  beloved  by  the  Scotch ;  they  say,  "We 
w  ould  we  hae'  followed  Prince  Charlie !"  I 
made  another  trip  to  Cawdor  Castle,  where 
Shakespeare  laid  his  scenes  of  "Macbeth."  I 
was  in  the  room  where  King  Duncan  was  mur- 
dered by  Macbeth.  In  this  room  the  famous 
English  Shakespearian  actors,  Henry  Irving 
and  Ellen  Terry,  studied  out  their  wonderful 
portrayals  of  the  parts  of  "Macbeth"  and 
"Lady  Macbeth."  A  short  distance  from  here 
is  the  "Blasted  Heath,"  where  Macbeth  met 
the  three  witches  who  said  he  was  to  be  Thane 
of  Cawdor  as  well  as  of  Glamis,  to  his  undo- 
ing. This  Highland  region  is  full  of  interest- 
ing things,  Inverness,  being  one  of  the  very 
oldest  of  Scotch  cities  or  burghs,  as  they  were 
called  in  the  olden  days.  A  short  time  ago, 
I  visited  the  Druids'  Circle,  simply  a  large  cir- 
cle of  huge  rocks,  with  a  smaller  circle  inside 
it.  This  was  the  temple  of  the  ancient  Druids, 
or  sun  worshippers.  Here  they  worshipped, 
and  offered  their  human  sacrifices  to  the  sun." 

Sarah  McPherson, 

Alumni  Editor. 


What  is  the  difference  between  life  and 
love?" 

"Life  is  one  fool  thing  after  another. 
Love  is  two  fool  things  after  each  other." 

—Ex. 


Looks  as  if  the  Watch  on  the  Rhine  will 
soon  be  an  American  Ingersol. — Ex. 


An   afternoon   session   is    rather     to     be 
chosen  than  demerits. (?) — Ex. 

Prof,   (to  student)  :  "Leave  the  room." 
Student:  "Why?" 

Prof. :    "Because  you  can't  take  it  with 
you." — Ex. 


Father :  "What  does  this  60  mean  on  your 
report  card?" 

Son:  "Well-I-I  why,  er  that's  the  tem- 
perature of  the  room." — Ex. 

Bow-legged  floor  walker — "Walk  this 
way,  please." 

Knock-kneed  customer  —  "Impossible, 
sir."— Ex. 

How  did  people  go  up  before  aeroplanes 
were  invented  ? 

Hoeg  (in  answer  to  this)  :  "By  explo- 
sions !" — Ex. 

Wise  Junior — "What  are  you  crying  for 
Sophie?" 

Soph — "My  kite  won't  fly  and  I  made  it 
out  of  fly  paper,  too." — Ex. 
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EXCHANGES 


Our  school  paper  has,  as  you  know,  been 
affected  to  such  a  degree  by  the  peculiar  con- 
ditions under  which  we  have  been  living  this 
year  that  it  has  not  been  practicable  to  pub- 
lish more  than  one  number.  Of  all  the 
editorial  departments,  that  of  the  Exchange 
has  been  most  disturbed.  Notwithstanding 
our  inability  to  exchange,  a  few  friends  have 
found  their  accustomed  way  here  and  have 
been  joyfully  received  and  read  by  us,  even 
while  we  have  regretted  that  our  paper  has 
not  been  sent  to  them  in  return. 

We  know  that  you,  too,  fellow  students, 
have  been  disappointed  in  finding  so  few  ex- 
changes in  the  library  this  winter,  but  we  feel 
sure  that  when  you  have  understood  the  cir- 
cumstances under  which  we  have  been  work- 
ing, you  will  accept  them  as  unfortunate  but 
nevertheless  inevitable. 

These  conditions,  however,  are  fast  right- 
ing themselves  and  we  are  hopeful  that  in  the 
coming  year  the  staff  will  be  able  to  return 
to  its  former  basis  of  publishing  the  Golden 
Rod  frequently  and  especially  do  we  desire 
that  the  Exchange  Column  may  be  increased 
both  in  size  and  in  interest. 

We  gratefully  acknowledge  the  receipt  of 
the  following,  at  least  one  of  which  has  come 
to  us  since  September : 

"The  Advance,"  Salem  High  School,  Salem, 
Mass. 

"The  Reformatory  Herald,"  Hutchinson, 
Kansas. 

"The  Southerner,"  Smith  High  School, 
Minneapolis,  Minn. 

"Junto,"  Easton,  Pa. 

"The  Gleaner,"  Pawtucket  High  School, 
Pawtucket,  R.  I. 

"The  Leavitt  Angelus,"  Leavitt  Institute, 
Turner  Center,.  Me. 

"The  Review*,"  Swampscott  High  School, 
Swampscott,  Mass. 

"The  Artisan,"  Mechanic  Arts  High  School, 
Boston,  Mass. 


"The    Port    Light,"    High    School,    North 
Attleborough,  Mass. 

"Industrial  School  Magazine,"  State  Indus- 
trial School,  Golden,  Colorado. 

"The    Oracle,"    Gloversville    High    School, 
Gloversville,  N.  Y. 

"The  Tattler,"  Nashua  High  School,  Nas- 
hua, N.  H. 

"Alpha,"  New  Bedford  High  School,  New 
Bedford,  Mass. 

"The  Bulletin,"  Steubensville,  Ohio. 

"Q,"  Quincy  High  School,  Quincy,  III. 

"Stetson  Oracle,"  Stetson  High  School, 
Randolph,  Mass. 

"High  School  Review,"  Lowell,  Mass. 

"Lawrence  High  School  Bulletin,"  Law- 
rence, Mass. 

"The  Distaff,"  Girls'  High  School,  Boston, 
Mass. 

"The  Crescent,"  Samuel  D.  Hanson  High 
School,  Buxton  Center,  Me. 

"Black  Hawk,"  Davenport  High  School, 
Davenport,  Iowa. 

"The  Breeze,"  Pleasantville  High  School, 
Pleasantville,  N.  J. 

"High  School  Herald,"  Westfield,  Mass. 

"The  Bulletin,"  Steubensville,  Ohio. 
Watertown,  Mass. 

In  the  Alumni  Column  of  one  of  the  recent 
numbers  of  the  "Westfield  High  School 
Herald,"  which  is  made  very  interesting  by 
Alumni  letters  of  personal  experiences  in 
France,  we  read  with  great  pleasure  an  article 
by  a  soldier  who  had  found  himself  billeted  at 
the  home  of  a  Frenchman  who  spoke  no  Eng- 
lish. He  said  that,  thanks  to  his  High  School 
training  in  French  under  the  instruction  of 
Miss  Sarah  M.  Damon,  he  had  succeeded  very 
well  in  making  himself  understood.  Inas- 
much as  we  are  now  so  fortunate  as  to  have 
that  same  Miss  Damon  on  our  own  faculty, 
the  account  has  an  added  significance. 

Ruth  McGrath, 
Exchange  Editor^ 
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ATHLETICS 


FOOTBALL 


The  football  season  opened  up  with  a  leap 
on  September  11.  Over  fifty-five  boys  re- 
ported to  Coach  French  and  Captain  Hedges 
at  the  first  meeting.  There  were  quite  a  few 
veterans  left  from  last  year,  and  these  with 
the  new  material  made  the  background  for  a 
promising  team. 

Because  of  the  influenza  epidemic,  the  prac- 
tice was  halted  for  three  weeks,  and  it  was 
with  a  roughly  developed  team  that  the  first 
few  games  were  played.  Although  it  was  not 
a  very  successful  season  from  the  standpoint 
of  scores,  the  enthusiasm  and  sporting  spirit 
of  the  school  were  greatly  increased-  due  main- 
ly to  the  efforts  of  Mr.  French. 

The  collection  at  the  beginning  of  the  season 
was  greatly  oversubscribed  and  this  tended  to 
make  one  of  the  best  financial  football  seasons 
in  the  history  of  the  school.  The  money  col- 
lected enabled  Coach  French  to  outfit  the  class 
teams,  and  these  furnished  some  very  hotly 
contested  games.  The  Seniors  showed  their 
superiority  in  this  line,  winning  over  the 
Sophomores  24-0. 

Captain  Hedges,  Lindsay,  and  Bennett 
played  a  great  game  this  year.  Leavitt  was 
Quincy's  individual  star,  both  on  offense  and 
defense.  He  is  only  a  Sophomore  but  with 
more  experience  will  develop  into  one  of  the 
best  players  Quincy  has  turned  out. 

The  Athletic  Council  awarded  Q's  to  the 
following : 

Capt.  Hedges,  Capt. -elect  Bennett,  Ruggles, 
Johnson,  Higgins,  Lindsay,  Vibert,  Wood- 
worth,  I.  Jenkins,  S.  Jenkins,  Blanchard, 
Lozowick,  Wentworth,  Leavitt,  Carlberg, 
Gould,  Hadlock,  Torrey,  Wetzler,  and  Poole, 
as  manager. 

Monograms  were  given  to  the  second  team 
as  follows : 

Davis,  Maxwell,  W.  Curtis,  H.  Curtis,  Du- 
gan,  Hussey,  Cunningham,  and  Robertson. 


1919  numerals  were  given  to  the  Champion 
Senior  team: 

Captain  Lindsay,  Hedges,  Higgins,  Blanch- 
ard, Lozowick,  Ruggles,  Johnson,  H.  Curtis, 
Vibert,  Woodworth,  Forsyth,  S.  Jenkins,  and 
Torrey. 

Captain  Donald  Bennett  and  Coach  French 
should  have  a  fine  football  team  next  fall. 
There  are  in  school  at  the  present  time  31 
boys,  who  have  played  in  several  games,  and 
who  should  develop  rapidly  this  fall. 

Among  those  who  stand  out  most  promin- 
ently are :  Captain  Topham  of  the  champion- 
ship class  basket-ball  team ;  Lawrence  Leav- 
itt, who  played  such  a  good  game  at  full  last 
year;  Donald  Davis,  Ira  Jenkins,  Jack  Went- 
worth, Arthur  Carlberg,  Earl  Wetzler,  George 
Gould,  and  Des  Jardins. 

Manager  Carl  Hokenson  has  arranged  the 
following  schedule : 

1919 

Sept.  26.     Hingham  at  Quincy. 

Oct.      3.     Brighton  at  Quincy. 

Oct.    10.     Melrose  at  Quincy. 

Oct.    17.     South  Boston  at  Quincy. 

Oct.    25.     Natick  at  Natick. 

Oct.    31.     Revere  at  Quincy. 

Nov.      7.     Boston  Latin  at  Quincy. 

Nov.    14.     Milton  at  Quincy. 

Nov.    21.     Weymouth  at  Quincy. 

Nov.    25.     Freshmen  vs.  Sophomores. 

Nov.    27.     Alumni. 

Dec.      2.     Juniors  vs.  Seniors. 

Dec.      3.     Class  Championship  Contest. 


BASKETBALL 


Because  of  the  roughness  of  basketball, 
Quincy  was  not  represented  by  a  school  team 
this  year.  That  such  a  team  would  have  up- 
held Quincy's  basketball  reputation  is  shown 
by  its  victories  over  two  Alumni  teams,  one 
composed  of  the  1917  championship  team,  and 
the  other,  Boston  University  Freshmen.    The 
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lower  classes  have  a  fine  lot  of  material,  which, 
if  basketball  is  renewed  next  year  as  the 
students  and  alumni  wish  it,  will  make  a  great 
team. 

Class  basketball  brought  out  many  boys  for 
the  team  and  gave  an  idea  of  what  enthusi- 
asm there  is  for  basketball  in  the  school.  The 
games  were  well  attended  by  pupils  from  both 
the  High  School  and  Woodward  Institute. 

The  Sophomores  evened  up  with  the 
Seniors  by  defeating  them  for  class  champion- 
ship. The  Senior  second  team,  however,  were 
the  victors  in  their  division. 

Basketball  monograms  were  awarded  to 
Capt.  Topham,  Leavitt,  Davis,  I.  Jenkins, 
Wentworth,  Bennett,  Hadlock,  and  Eaton  of 
of  the  Sophomores. 

The  following  received  1919  numerals : 

Captain  S.  Jenkins,  Johnson,  Maxwell,  H. 
Curtis,  Banks,  Swingle,  and  Barrows. 

Maxwell  was  awarded  a  brown  Q  for  per- 
forming the  duties  of  basketball  manager. 

Lozowick  was  the  high  scorer  of  the  basket- 
ball season  with  a  total  of  108  points.  Leavitt 
was  runner  up  with  87  points. 


TRACK 


William  Lindsay  was  elected  captain  of  the 
track  team.  He  has  plenty  of  "pep"  and  ought 
to  be  able  to  put  life  into  that  team.  It  is 
hard  to  see  why  track  is  not  supported  as  it 
should  be.  The  boys  do  not  come  out  for  this 
sport  readily  as  for  others.  It  is  not  because 
there  is  not  material,  for  there  is.  Wake  up 
fellows  and  represent  Quincy  High  with  a 
track  team. 

There  is  a  class  track  meet  on  hand  for 
May  22,  and  one  arranged  with  Winthrop  for 
a  future  date. 


BASEBALL 


In  response  to  Coach  Casey's  and  Capt. 
Dean's  call  for  candidates,  thirty-four  aspir- 
ants came  out.  The  only  veterans  were  Capt. 
Dean,      Nicoll,      Blanchard,      and     Barrows. 


Coach  Casey  has  some  fine  material  and  his 
proper  handling  will  win  many  games  for 
Quincy.  The  outlook  for  the  baseball  season 
is  all  sunshine. 

Manager  Edwin   Ruggles  gave  out  a  fine 
baseball  schedule,  as  follows: 

Apr.  19.  Alumni  at  Quincy. 

Apr.  23.  Huntington  at  Quincy. 

Apr.  26.  Norwood  at  Norwood. 

Apr.  28.  Milton  2nd  at  Quincy. 

Apr.  29.  Boston  Latin  at  Quincy. 

May     2.  Randolph  at  Randolph. 

May     6.  Watertown  at  Watertown. 

May  10.  Weymouth  at  Weymouth. 

May  16.  Hingham  at  Hingham. 

May  20.  Brockton  at  Brockton. 

May  23.  Milton  at  Milton. 

May  26.  Milton  2nd  at  Milton. 

May  30.  Weymouth  at  Quincy. 

June     3.  Hingham  at  Quincy. 

June  10.  Melrose  at  Melrose. 

June  13.  Brockton  at  Quincy. 

Alumni  5,  Quincy  6 
Apr.  19-  1919.  The  baseball  team  opened 
its  season  by  defeating  the  Alumni  in  an  11 
inning  game.  The  High  School  team  took  ad- 
vantage of  Johnson's  wildness  and  opened  up 
an  early  lead.  The  Alumni  tied  the  score  on 
hits  by  LeCain  and  O'Brien.  Lozowick  re- 
placed Barrows,  and  held  the  Alumni  safe. 
With  one  out  in  the  eleventh  inning,  Leavitt 
singled,  stole  second,  and  scored  on  Nicoll's 
single  to  right,  winning  the  game. 

Huntington  11,  Quincy  5 
Apr.  23,  1919.  In  a  loosely  played  game 
Huntington  School  defeated  Quincy  at  Merry- 
mount  Park.  Both  teams  hit  the  ball  hard. 
DuPlessis  played  a  great  fielding  game  for 
Quincy,  and  got  three  hits  besides.  The  fea- 
ture of  the  game  was  the  fielding  of  Breen,  a 
Quincy  boy,  playing  with  Huntington. 

Norwood  6,  Quincy  4 
Apr.  26,  1919.     In  what  seemed  the  middle 
of  winter,  Norwood  and  its  umpire  defeated 
Quincy.     Simmons  started  off  but  was  wild 
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and  was  replaced  by  Lozowick.  who  pitched 
good  ball  up  to  the  eighth  inning  when  Nor- 
wood scored  three  runs.  M.  McDonald  was 
Norwood's  star  batter,  obtaining  4  hits  out  of 
4  times  at  bat.  Quincy's  runs  were  scored  by 
Davis..  Higgins  2,  and  Learnt. 

Boston  Latin  20,  Quincy  3 
Apr.  29,  1919.  Boston  Latin  completely 
swamped  the  home  team  at  Merrymount  Park. 
The  game,  which  was  called  at  the  end  of  the 
seventh,  was  of  sufficient  length  for  the 
Quincy  players.  Kiley,  the  champion  school- 
boy pitcher  of  1918.  was  on  the  mound  for 
the  Latin  School  and  performed  in  fine  style. 
Ellis  and  A.  Malley  starred  for  the  Latin 
School. 

Quincy  10,  Stetson  4 
May  2.  1919.  Quincy  took  its  turn  at  hand- 
ing out  beatings  and  presented  one  to  Stetson 
High.  The  game  was  tight  up  to  the  third 
inning  after  which  Quincy  opened  up  a  big 
lead.  Blanchard  starred  with  four  hits  out  of 
five  trips  to  the  plate.  Capt.  Dean  tried  his 
hand  at  pitching  and  showed  class. 

Quincy  6.  Watertown  4 
May  6,  1919.  After  leading  Quincy  by 
three  runs  for  four  innings,  Watertown  col- 
lapsed. Quincy  took  advantage  of  the  dis- 
aster and  by  timely  inserting  a  double  and  two 
singles  scored  five  runs.  Another  run  was 
added  in  the  ninth  for  good  measure  making 
the  score  6  to  4. 


Ouincv 

AB 

BH 

PO 

A 

Davis,  2b 

5 

0 

1 

2 

Xichols,   3b 

4 

2 

2 

4 

DuPlessis,  ss 

5 

2 

3 

2 

Higgins,  c 

5 

1 

7 

1 

Blanchard,  lb 

5 

1 

9 

0 

Hedges,  cf 

3 

2 

3 

1 

Dean,  cf,  p 

3 

0 

0 

2 

Barrows,  If 

3 

0 

1 

0 

Lindsay,   rf 

3 

1 

1 

0 

Lozowick,  p 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Watertown 
R.  Shanahan,  ss 
A.   Shanahan,  3b 
Waters,  cf,  p 
Stephens.  If 
Applin,   lb 
Shaggalin,  2b 
Dwyer,   p 
Hughes,  rf 
W.   Shanahan,  p 
Chamberlain,  c 


AB 

3 
4 
4 
3 
4 
3 
0 
3 
4 
4 


BH 
1 

3 
0 
0 
2 
1 
0 
0 
0 
0 


PO 

0 
2 
2 

0 
12 

5 
0 
0 
0 
6 


A 

5 
0 
0 
0 
4 
0 
0 
0 
1 

14 


Innings 
Quincy 
Watertown 


32     7    27 

123456789 
00005000  1—6 
2  0  10  0  0  0  1  0 — 1 


36 


27 


12 


Runs  made  by — R.  Shanahan,  A.  Shanahan, 
2  :  Waters,  Davis.  Xichols,  DuPlessis,  Higgins,, 
Barrows.  Lindsay.  Errors  made  by — R. 
Shanahan,  Applin,  Xichols,  2 :  Davis.  Two- 
base  hits — A.  Shanahan.  2 :  DuPlessis.  Stolen 
bases — Hedges.  2  ;  Dean.  Higgins.  Sacrifice 
hits — Hedges.  Struck  out — by  Dean  6;  W. 
Shanahan,  2;  Waters,  1.  Double  plays — 
Hedges  to  Blanchard.  Time — 2  hours.  Um- 
pire— Brodie. 

Quincy  3,  Hingham  1 
May  16,  1919.  Hingham  was  defeated  by 
Quincy  in  a  close  game  at  Hingham.  Quincy 
scored  in  the  fourth  inning  on  a  single  by 
Xicoll,  a  steal  and  a  double  by  Higgins.  Two 
more  runs  were  added  in  the  eighth  on  a  double 
by  DuPlessis,  a  single  by  Higgins,  and  a  single 
by  Blanchard.  Hingham's  lone  run  was  the 
result  of  a  wild  throw  over  third  base  by 
Higgins.  Blanchard  starred  with  four  hits 
out  of  as  many  times  at  bat. 

IF  IT  IS  NEW  SHOES  I  SELL  THEM 
IF  IT  IS  OLD  SHOES  I  FIX  THEM 

Cornell     -  -     Footwear 

2— STORES— 2 

333  Newport  Avenue  6  Beale  Street 

WOLLASTON 
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The  score: 

Quincy 
Davis,  2b 

AB 

5 

BH 
0 

PO 

5 

A 
5 

Nicoll,  3b 

4 

1 

1 

1 

DuPlessis,    ss 

4 

1 

1 

2 

Higgins,  c 
Hedges,  cf 
Blanchard,  lb 

4 
3 

4 

2 
0 

4 

3 

3 

11 

4 
1 
0 

Barrows,  If 

3 

0 

0 

0 

Leavitt,  rf 
Dean,  p 

4 
4 

1 
1 

3 
0 

1 
2 

Totals 


35 


27 


16 


Hingham 

AB 

BH 

PO 

A 

Vickery,  2b 

5 

1 

1 

4 

Eager,   cf 

4 

0 

2 

0 

Foley,  If 

3 

1 

1 

0 

W.  Cronin,  p,  ss 

4 

0 

0 

1 

Burr,  lb 

4 

1 

10 

1 

J.  Cronin,  3b 

2 

1 

1 

2 

Thompson,  p 
Pyne,  c 
Magner,  lb,  : 
Murphy,  rf 

rf 

4 
4 
4 
0 

1 

2 
2 

0 

0 

10 

1 

1 

3 

2 
0 
0 

Totals 

34 

9 

27 

13 

Innings 
Quincy 
Hingham 

1 

0 
0 

2 
0 
0 

3 
0 
0 

4 
1 
0 

5    6 
0    0 
0    0 

7    8 

0  2 

1  0 

9 

0—3 

0—1 

Runs  made,  by  Nicoll,  DuPlessis,  Higgins, 
J.  Cronin.  Errors  made,  by  W.  Cronin,  J. 
Cronin,  Higgins,  Thompson,  Nicoll.  Two- 
base  hits,  DuPlessis,  Higgins,  Dean.  Three- 
base  hit,  J.  Cronin.  Stolen  bases,  J.  Cronin,  2 ; 
Payne,  Blanchard,  3 ;  Dean.  Base  on  balls,  by 
Dean  1,  by  Thompson  1.  Struck  out,  by  Dean 
3,  by  Thompson  7,  by  W.  Cronin  2.  Hit  by 
pitched  ball,  by  Dean,  Edgar,  J.  Cronin;  by 
Thompson,  Barrows;  by  W.  Cronin,  Hedges. 
Time,  lh,  40m.    Umpire,  Stevens. 


Dear  Jacob  : 

I  am  now  in  a  base  hospital  sick  mitt  New 
Monia  und  I  wish  I  could  hear  de  same  from 


you. 


Max  Marcovitz  has  came  in  mine  regi- 


ment und  he  has  told  me  dat  you  haf  had  a 
fire  in  your  house.  Dat  is  all  right  because 
I'll  tell  it  to  you  two  reasons. 

"Foist :  Didn't  de  Bresident  tell  us  to 
keep  der  home  fires  burning?" 

Zecond :  In  deese  war  times  you  couldn't 
sell  your  house  could  you?  Und  ain't  you 
gedding  your  inshurance?" 

Jacob,  I  haf  received  der  box  ov  balonies 
und  I  tank  you.  Der  uder  day  ven  I  vas 
sleeping  in  der  trenches  a  Goimen  sniper 
vent  und  sneaked  in  und  he  took  mine  var 
soovenirs  vich  vos  a  bare  of  Goimen  pents 
vich  I  vos  going  to  giff  to  little  Abie  to  vear 
ven  I  come  home.  De  oder  ting  vos  a  Goi- 
men helmet.  So  ven  I  voke  up  I  sees  dat  de 
soovenirs  vas  gone  und  I  started  to  cry  for 
de  helmet  because  I  good  get  for  it  ten  cents 
in  Junk.    So  I  said — "Oy  Bevold  the  helmet, 


de  helmet."    Max  runs  up  und  says  to  me, 

"For  vy  I  says  de  helmet?"  I  says,  "De 
helmet !  de  hat !" 

"Vot  is  der  motter  mitt  de  hat  vot  you 
should   say  de   helmet   it?" 

Jacob  mine  frend  my  heart  vos  beating 
like  mashine  gun  bulets  on  a  rock.  I  wos 
going  to  comit  him  to  moider  but  mine 
Yiddish  blood  wouldn't  let  me. 

Don't  forget  to  send  me  anoder  box  of 
balonies.  Be  boyess  are  crazy  for  it. 
Ebery  dime  I  go  to  sleep  ven  I  vake  up  it  is 


gone. 


Yours, 

Mendel  Kaplan, 
19  Trench  Row, 
Nobody's  Yard. 

B.  S.  Ve  vent  ofer  de  top  de  day  after  de 
night  before  und  I  came  back  mitt  seben 
Goimens  loaded  down  mitt  "Snapps". 

AW  Re  war  like  de  French  mens  says. 

M.  Zelikoff. 
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JOKES 


From  a  Freshman  test  on  certain  works 
of  Shakespeare,  we  received  the  assurance 
that  Shakespeare  wrote,  "The  Merchant  of 
Venus,"  and  "Whichever  One  You  Choose" 
— an  attempt  to  name  "As  You  Like  It" — ; 
in  addition,  Titania,  defending  before  Cob- 
web and  Mustardseed  her  infatuation  for 
Bottom,  spiritedly  remarked,  "Anyway,  it's 
nothing  to  you  people.  You  could  not  get 
anybody  to  love  you — not  even  an  ass." 

Teacher  (after  she  had  just  explained  the 
use  of  "de")  to  a  boy  who  had  been  absent 
the  previous  day)  "Give  me  the  uses  of  'de' 
alone,  Brown." 

Brown :  "I  was  absent  when  you  had 
that." 

Mr.  Thomas :  "Many  professors  think 
that  at  some  time  or  other  a  great  many 
animals  died  and  were  buried  in  Florida." 

Voice  from  the  rear :  "Who  buried 
them?" 

Maybury:    "Boney  Ward." 

Mr.  Roache :  What  were  the  demands  of 
the  four  brotherhoods?" 

Shyne :  "They  wanted  more  pay  and 
smaller  hours." 

Miss  Dawes,  in  reference  to  Samson's 
hairy  strength,  "Who  cut  Samson's  hair 
off?" 

Trumper:   "The  Queen  of  Sheba." 

Miss  Zeller:  "Welcher  Tag  ist  ihrer  Ge- 
burtstag?"     (What  day  is  your  birthday?) 

Miss  Mastico :  "I  don't  know.  I  was  ab- 
sent yesterday." 

Lane  asking  for  the  gender  of  the  French 
word  for  peach :  "Is  peach  masculine  or 
feminine?" 

Teacher :  "Feminine,  of  course.  Don't 
vou  know  that  only  feminines  are  peaches?" 


Miss  Wylie  (angrily).  "I'm  going  to  keep 
you  all  after  school  for  talking." 

Miss  Frohock:  "Today?" 

Miss  Wylie  :   "No,  not  today." 

Miss  Hilstrom  :  "Of  course  not.  It's  pay- 
day." 

(Miss  Wylie  smiled.) 

Mr.  Roache :  "After  Grant  took  Five 
Forks,  what  was  he  prepared  to  attack?" 

Gargaro  :  "Taking  Five  Forks,  Grant  was 
ready  for  an  attack  on  Spaghetti." 

Miss    Dawes :     "Johnson    had    a    peculiar 
twist.    Which  way  was  his  mind  turned? 
Flavin :    "To  the  left." 

Mr.  Thomas :  "What  is  milk  of  mag- 
nesia?" 

Borden:  "It  comes  in  a  blue  bottle,  and 
I  bought  some  the  othe  day." 

Johnson :  "Borden,  were  you  brought  up 
on  that?" 

Miss  Hoagland,  correcting  Latin  Compo- 
sition :  "  'Cum'  isn't  there,  but  it  ought  to 
be.     Tta'  isn't  there,  but  it  ought  to  be." 

Remark :  "You're  not  here,  but  you  ought 
to  be." 

Miss  Damon  trying  to  get  a  good  transla- 
tion for  balustrade  in  "II  se  precipite  vers 
la  balustrade". 

Miss  Huston.    "He  rushes  up  to  the  bar." 

Cohen  A.  C. 

Cohen,  Sullivan,  McCabe  and  Foye, 
All  examples  of  the  "Perfect  Boy". 
All  they  do  is  laugh  and  fool, 
They  never  will  obey  that  gol-darn  rule. 
Another  who  is  often  heard  but  seldom  seen 
Is  the  Janitor  by  the  name  of  Dean. 
Undoubtedly  Lubarsky  ought  to  be  here, 
But  he  doesn't  rhmye  well,  I  do  fear. 
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Miss  Seymour:  "I  wish  to  see  if  the  first 
line  on  Page  61  tallies  with  that  in  your 
books." 

Miss  Seymour,  reading:  "A  huge  pavilion 
like  a  mountain  peak." 

Class  in  chorus :    "Dog,  thou  liest." 

French  pupils  conjugating  past  definite 
tense  of  "avoir",  "J'eus,  tu  eus" : — Jews,  two 
Jews. 

Mr.  Roache  to  study  pupils :  "All  those 
absent  raise  their  hands." 

Vibert  was  walking  around  searchingly. 

Mr.  Thomas:  "What's  the  matter,  Vi- 
bert?" 

Vibert :  "I'm  looking  for  the  one  who 
threw  this  ice  on  my  desk." 

Mr.  Thomas  :  "You'll  find  him  in  the  mir- 
ror." 

Miss  Zeller,  to  lazy  study  pupil:  "Is  your 
name  Rood,  R-double-O-d?  I  have  been 
watching  you  the  whole  period.  Your  name 
should  be  spelled  the  other  way." 

Trumper,  when  asked  if  Arnold  came  be- 
fore or  after  Milton :  "I  don't  remember 
anybody  before  Milton." 

Mr.  Roache  to  Nathan  and  Higgins : 
"Here  you,  isn't  there  room  enough  there 
for  your  feet  and.  everything?  Keep  your 
hands  and  feet  in  your  own  desk." 

Miss  Dawes :  "Are  your  pencils  sharp 
today?" 

Groans  and  sighs  from  class,  with  visions 
of  a  test. 

Miss  Dawes  :  "Put  them  in  your  pockets." 

Now,  what  is  he? 
Miss  Damon,  assigning  sentences :     "Col- 
onel Delia  Rebbia  is  a  General." 

Mr.  Thomas :  "How  do  they  make  soap 
hard?" 

Borden  :   "They  freeze  it." 


DO  YOU  KNOW  WHY : 

a.  Higgins  always  hurries  down  to  the 

first  floor  between     the     third     and 
fourth  periods  on  every  Tuesday? 

b.  O'Brien   likes   to  take   Latin  on  Fri- 
days? 

c.  Flavin  acts  so  strangely  of  late? 

Miss  Ordway  looking  for  her  drawing. 
"Have  you  found  my  brains  yet?" 

Mr.  Jacobs.  "No,  I  haven't  located  them 
yet.     I  can't  imagine  where  they  are." 

Mr.  Thomas  :    "What  is  luna  caustic  and 
where  did  it  get  its  name?" 
Borden  pointing  to  Djerf:    "Lunatic." 
Mr.  Thomas :    "When  you're  pointing  at 
lunatics,  point  toward  yourself,  Borden." 

Forsythe :  "Who  was  Milton's  grand- 
father's grandson.     Is  that  Milton?" 

Hedges :  "The  bill  was  killed  by  filibus- 
tering." 

Mr.  Roache:  "Yes,  the  speakers  talked 
till  Congress  expired." 

Miss  Dawes :  "What  priviliges  did  the 
vestal  virgins  have?" 

Abele :  "They  had  the  privilege  of  never 
marrying." 

Abe  Lubarsky  :  "Can  I  go  upstairs?" 
Miss  Zeller:   "If  your  shoes  are  good  you 
may." 

Miss  Galleher  asked  for  the  comparison 
of  any  adjective  in  French. 

Brilliant  pupil :  "Mort,  plus  mort,  le  plus 
mort." 

Translation:     "Dead,  deader,  deadest." 

Miss  Dawes :  "The  lesson  for  next  time 
will  be  to  read  the  article,  'The  Light  Blue 
Stocking.'  You  will  find  a  copy  of  it  on  my 
desk." 

Sounds  buggy. 

Miss  McGrath,  translating  Virgil,  "Fly, 
,so.n  of  a  goddess." 

Miss  O'Neil,  correcting:  "Flee,  son  of  a 
goddess." 
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Miss  McPherson :  "How  many  different 
kinds  of  feet  are  there?"  Great  confusion 
and  shuffling  of  feet. 

Miss  McPherson  :  "Oh  !  I  mean  in  poetry." 

Mr.  Thomas,  speading  to  Borden:  "If  you 
have  candy  grease  on  your  hands,  perhaps 
lolly-pops  in  your  case,  potassium  hydroxide 
will  take  it  off." 

Miss  Bagg,  translating  French:  "The  old 
widow  had  lost  her  shape."  From  the  rear: 
"Yes,  she  was  warped." 

Is  there,  Or  is  there  not? 
Simons,  in  Hist.  Class :    "There  is  abso- 
lutely no  government  at  all.    What  govern- 
ment there  is — " 

Mr.  Thomas :    "If  I  should  bring  here  a 
mass  of  iron  ore,  what  would  you  call  it?" 
Borden:   "Junk." 

Miss  Thayer  reading:  "The  air  breathes 
upon  us  here  most  sweetly 

As  if  it  had  lungs  and  rotten  ones 
Or  as't  were  perfumed  by  a  fen." 
Miss  Thayer:    "What  is  a  fen?" 
Pupil:    "A  skunk." 

Nathan :  "Milton  was  blind  when  he  mar- 
ried his  third  wife." 


Barrows :  "The  shepherds  took  care  of 
the  cows,  didn't  they?" 

Trumper :  "No,  they  were  cowherds." 
(cowards). 

Hardworking  teacher,  "Now  class,  where 
do  all  the  reflexive  pronouns  go  in  French?" 
Brilliant  scholar:   "In  the  note-books." 

Hughes  reciting  in  Room  3,  and  Lozowick 
not  paying  attention. 

Miss  Dawes :  "Turn  around,  Lozowick, 
you  may  learn  something." 

Zelikoff,  in  Physics,  talking  of  a  steam  en- 
gine :  "One  day  in  the  South  Station,  I  no- 
ticed the  steam  from  a  locomotive  rising  to 
the  roof  of  the  station.  It  was  a  cold  day, 
and  it  began  to  snow." 

Mr.  Thomas,  to  Chemistry  Class :   "What 
is  found  in  quartz  (quarts)  besides  silicon?" 
Bright  pupil:    "Milk  and  Whiskey." 

Miss  Taber :  "Who  is  Cerberus,  and  what 
is  he  like?" 

Shyne :  Cerberus  is  a  three-headed  dog 
guarding  Hades.     I  hope  I  don't  go  there." 

O'Brien:   "You'll  have  to  go." 

Fred  Djerf, 
Joke  Editor. 


Pat  (selecting  an  empty  bottle  from  a 
chemist's  shop)  :   "How  much?" 

"Well,"  said  the  chemist  "if  you  take  the 
bottle  empty  it'll  be  two  pence,  but  if  you 
have  something  put  in  it  we  won't  charge 
anything  for  the  bottle." 

"Sure,  that's  fair  enough,"  observed  Pat, 
"put  in  a  cork." — Ex. 

He :   "I  know  that  you  love  me,  dearest." 
She  :   "Then  I  can  never  marry  you." 
He:   "Why  not?" 

She:  "Because  I  have  sworn  never  to 
marry  a  man  who  knows  more  than  I  do." 

—Ex. 


There  were  twin  boys  in  the  Murphy  fam- 
ily, six  months  of  age.  Neighbors  often 
wondered  how  Mrs.  Murphy  knew  them 
apart.  One  day  Mrs.  O'Flaherty  said  to  her, 
"Foine  pair  of  boys  you've  got,  Mrs. 
Murphy;  but  how  do  you  iver  till  thim 
apart?" 

"Faith,  and  that's  aisy,  Mrs.  O'Flaherty," 
replied  Mrs.  Murphy.  "I  put  me  finger  in 
Dinnis'  mouth,  and,  if  he  bites,  it's  Moike." 

— Ex. 

Heard  in  Geometry  class — "A  figure  can 
be  moved  from  one  place  to  another  with- 
out changing  its  position." — Ex. 
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Willie    Bean 


They  were  watching  Willie  Bean,  who 
was  out  in  his  back  yard.  He  was  the  new 
arrival  from  the  grand  city  of  Xew  York. 

"Don't  it  beat  all,  Bunko,"  said  Jonsie, 
"how  Javanville  gets  all  the  leftovers  wished 
on   to   it?" 

"Wait  an'  see,"  answered  Bunko,  "maybe 
he  ain't  so  bad  as  he  looks." 

"Huh,"  sneered  Jonsie,  "his  head  looks 
like  it  was  made  o'  squash  pie." 

Willie  Bean  had  one  thing,  however,  that 
made  the  boys  pay  attention.  That  was  his 
dog.  That  dog  was  the  funniest  dog  any- 
one ever  saw.  In  the  first  place,  his  two 
front  paws  had  been  taken  half  off  in  an 
electric  car  accident.  Willie  had  found  him 
and  doctored  him  up,  but  Jokie — that  was 
the  dog's  name — always  held  his  two  paws 
forward.  Then,  too,  his  tail  was  bent  so  that 
he  always  looked  as  if  he  were  walking  in 
the  opposite  direction.  He  followed  Willie 
around  everywhere  he  went,  like  a  guard. 

"  I  betcha  that  'ere  kid  is  more  used  to 
dorgs  'en  he  is  kids,"  chimed  in  another 
member  of  the  "Red  Six  Jacks." 

"Hey !"  pushed  in  Muggy,  who  had  just 
arrived,  "ya  know  what  he  went  and  did?" 

"No,  let  'er  go,"  shouted  the  rest  of  those 
mischievous  pirates. 

"Well,"  said  Muggy  in  an  indifferent  and 
teasing  tone,  "let's  go  over  ta  the  club 
house  and  maybe  I'll  tell  youse." 

They  all  followed  him  to  that  famous  club 
house,  which  was  situated  about  in  the  cen- 
ter of  a  field  and  had  once  been  Farmer 
Brown's  tool  shed.  When  he  had  moved 
from  town  the  boys  had  taken  whole  pos- 
session of  it.  Let  me  tell  you  that  club 
house  did  look  "piratey." 

They  all  took  their  seats,  which  were 
lined  up  against  the  back  part  of  the  shed, 
like  accustomed  congressmen.  Muggy 
began : 

"Well,  ya  see,  kids,  it  ain't  very  much, 
only  he  axed  me  if  he  could  b'long  to  our 


secret   band   o'  pirates   instead   o'   us   axin' 
him  to  b'long  to  us  !" 

"Gee-ee-ee  !  What  a  nerve  !"  exclaimed 
Smitty  Mac. 

"Ha!  Ha!  Ha!  Ha"  they  all  chimed  in. 

There  was  a  pause  and  then  Skinney  Roit 
put  his  two  cents  in,  "I'll  tell  ya  what  ta  do, 
kids,  we'll  git  him  over  here  an'  gin  him  a 
good  ballin'  out" 

"Aw,  no,"  piteously  put  in  Bunko. 

No  more  was  said  on  the  subject  of  what 
to  do  and  what  not  to  do,  but  two  boys  were 
sent  for  poor  Willie  Bean. 

When  they  returned  with  him  his  face 
was  the  color  of  a  starched  collar.  One  of 
the  boys  had  hold  of  him  and  Willie  Bean 
was  crying,  but  was  interrupted  by,  "Now, 
ol'  kid,  make  that  'ere  dorg  of  yours  do 
some  o'  those  tricks  you've  been  braggin' 
about." 

"I  didn't  brag,"  timidly  came  from  Willie, 
"I  just  said  he  was  a  smart  dog  and  could 
do  some  tricks." 

"It  don't  make  no  difference  what  you 
/said,"  sauced  Smitty,  "you  just  go  ahead." 

"A-a-all  right,"  said  Willie,  and  then 
something  unexpected  happened.  Smitty 
played  a  nasty  trick  on  Jokie  by  tying  a 
brick  on  each  of  the  poor  dog's  mutilated 
legs. 

When  Willie  Bean  saw  this,  he  shouted, 
"Don't  you  hurt  Jokie  !  Don't  you  do  it !" 
At  the  same  moment  out  flew  his  fists. 
There  was  a  howl  from  Smitty,  caused  by  a 
knock  on  the  head,  a  shriek  from  Bunko, 
doubled  up  by  a  kick  in  the  stomach  and  the 
rest,  well — I  don't  know  what  happened  to» 
those  pirates,  but  in  ten  minutes  they  were 
all  sprawled  on  the  ground. 

There  was  a  long  pause  and  then  Smitty, 
raising  his  head  said,  "Ya  kin  join  our 
pirates  now." 

"Don't  want  to,"  sneered  Willie,  "they 
ain't  so  much  as  I  thought  they  were." 

Josephine  Ghigli. 


NORTHEASTERN  COLLEGE 
Co-operative  School  of  Engineering 


Testing   Meters 
Edison  Electric  Illuminating  Co. 


COURSES  OFFERED 


The  Co-operative  School  of  Engineering  of  Northeastern  College  offers  four-year 
college  courses  of  study  in  four  branches  of  Engineering: 

1.  Civil  Engineering 

2.  Mechanical   Engineering 

3.  Electrical  Engineering 

4.  Chemical  Engineering 

REQUIREMENTS  FOR  ADMISSION 

Graduates  of  the  Quincy  High  School  who  have  included  Algebra  to  Quadratics 
and  Plane  Geometry  in  their  courses  of  study  are  admitted  without  examination. 

TUITION 

The  tuition  is  $127.50  per  year,  including  membership  in  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  and 
gymnasium  fee. 

EARNINGS 

The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co-operating  firms  vary  from 
200  to  $600  per  year. 

APPLICATION 

An  application  blank  will  be  found  inside  the  back  cover  of  the  catalog.  Copies 
will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  These  should  be  forwarded  to  the  School  at  an 
early  date. 

For  a  catalog  or  any  further  information  in  regard  to  the  School,  address 

Carl  S.  Ell,  Dean, 

316  Huntington  Avenue, 
Boston,  Massachusetts. 
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To  Support  Our  Advertisers 
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YOU   KNOW 

s 

All  About  the  Excellent  Food  at  the 

Compliments  of 

DUTCH   FOOD    SHOP 

v 

Beale  Street,  Wollaston 

Wollaston  Pharmacy 

DO   YOU   KNOW 

All  About  the 

C.  H.  BROOKS 

BEACH   LODGE 

on  the  Boulevard? 

Jk      BREEZY  place  for 
/  *    COOL  supper  on 
A.    ^.SUMMER  day 

WHITE  Wash  SKIRTS  and  SMOCKS 

In  style  and  beauty  they  will  appeal  to   the   eye  of  those  who   value 
appearance;    also  those  who  make  price  an  important  consideration. 


D.  E.  WADSWORTH  COMPANY 


J.  G.  JOHNSTON  &  CO. 

Incorporated 

Manufacturing  Jewellers 

Fraternity  and  Class  Rings  and  Pins 

Athletic  Medals,  Prize  Cups 

High  Class  Jewels 

17-25  Bromfield  St.,         -         -         Boston 

Room   207                                  Telephone    Main   7960 

William  Westland    &    Co. 

HARDWARE 
Paints  and  Varnishes 

1555  HANCOCK  ST. 
QUINCY,         -          MASSACHUSETTS 

miiinTUNiNa 

If  llB  Hi   "1    Bpecialiston  all  piauo  troubles 
W    ISmI  IU    Boston  office  10  Bromfield  St. 
H     IJihI  JI^F    Telephone  in  residence. 

13  years  of  factory  experience  and  tuning  instructor  in  Boston 
Conservatory  of  Music.  Recommendations  from  manufacturers, 
dealers,  teachers,  colleges  and  the  musical  profession.   Refers 
to  his  many  patrons,  among  whom  are  Ex-Gov.  Brackett,  Hon. 
Samu'l  W.  McCall,  J.  J.  Martin,  Pres.  Exchange  Trust  Co.,  E. 
Harold  Crosby,  Boston  Post's  Dramatic  Editor  and  Critic, 

Orders   can    be    left   in    Wollaston    at    either   of   Brooks' 
drug    stores;      in    Atlantic    at    Brooks'     drug    store;     in 
Quincy    at    Carlson's    periodical    store,    near    depot;     in 
Norfolk   Downs   at   Mackay's   drug   store;     at   10   Brom- 
field St.,   Boston,   by  appointment  only. 
All   mail   to   P.    O.    Box    1759,    Boston. 

JFKAMKA.Z.OCKE 

Corsets    and    Brassieres 

For  Girls 

Carefully  Fitted 

—  The    Corset    Shop  — 

Miss  Sarah  E.  Dunphy 
8  MAPLE  STREET,  QUINCY,  MASS. 

Graduation  Gifts 

What   would    be    more    acceptable 
than  a  Wrist  Watch  for  the  Girl  or  a 
Hamilton  Watch  for  the  Boy. 

Wrist  Watches,  $12.50  upwards 
Hamilton  Watches,  $23.50  upw'ds 

WILLIAM  E.  FRITZ 

Jeweller 

1543  Hancock  Street,  Quincy,  Mass. 

The  National 

Mount  Wollaston 

Bank 

Ruggles  Real  Estate  Co. 

INSURANCE 


FARMS 


CITY  PROPERTY 

SHORE  PROPERTY 

19  Temple  Street 
Quincy 


Telephone: 


Office   93 


Residence    652-M 


COMPLIMENTS  of 

J.  C.  GORHAM 
Dry  Goods 


Telephone   Quincy    S56-M 

G.  R.  BLOMQUIST 

Custom  Tailor 

17    GRANITE    STREET 

All    That    Stands    for    the    Best    in    the 
Tailoring    Craft 

QUINCY,  MASSACHUSETTS 


HEARN'S  DRUG  STORE 

Have  you 

Ever  stopped  to 

Acquaint  yourself  with  the  fact  that 

Reliability  is  the 

Never  changing  motto  of 

HEARN'S  DRUG  STORE 

HANCOCK  STREET 

Telephone 


Compliments  of 


Smith  Brothers 


RICHARD  A.  HUSSEY 
Teacher  of  Dancing 

PARKWAY,  WEST  QUINCY  Quincy  1361-W 

Always, 

Richard  A.  Hussey. 


C.  M.  Price  &  Co. 


WHOLESALE  and  RETAIL 


ICE  CREAM  MANUFACTURERS 


Washington    Square 
WEYMOUTH,   MASSACHUSETTS 


Telephone  340 


Our  Friends  Know  Us  by  the  Service  We  Render 

The  Increasing  Business  Shows  That 

Our  Methods  Deserve  Your  Patronage 

GREENLEAF   BARBER   SHOP 

CHARLES  LITTLEFIELD 


A.  E.  PAINTEN 


Shoe  Repairing 


WOLLASTON 


When  you  are  in  about  having 
your  boy's  or  girl's  hair  cut  and  have 
not  the  time  to  go  with  them,  just 
think  of  Sam's  and  send  them  along 
and  your  troubles  will  soon  be  over. 

SAM    SHELLMAN 


295  Newport  Ave., 


Wollaston 


HARVARD  DENTAL  SCHOOL 

A  Department  of  Harvard  University 

Graduates  of  secondary  schools  admitted  without  examination 
provided  they  have  taken  required  subjects. 


Modern  Buildings  and  Equipment 

Fall  Term  Opens  September  22,  1919 

Degree  of  D.  M.  D.    Catalog 


EUGENE  H.  SMITH,  D.  M.D.,  Dean,   Boston,  Mass. 


Flowers!  Flowers! 


You  will  Find  the  Best  at 


JOHNSON'S  CITY  FLOWER  STORE 


1361  HANCOCK  ST. 


BAHR'S 

THE   MUSIC    LOVERS'    SHOP 
1452    Hancock    Street,    Quincy 


You  need  not  bother  to  wait  until 
the  next  time  you  go  "in  town."  Right 
here  in  Quincy  is  what  you  need  in  sheet 
music,  music  rolls,  Victor  Victrolas, 
pianos  and  player-pianos.  Nowhere  in 
this  vicinity  do  you  find  so  complete  an 
assortment,  so  charming  a  shop  as  at 
Bahr's.  Last,  but  not  least,  are  the  quiet 
private  rooms  where  you  may  listen  to 
the  hidden  joys  of  Victor  records  before 
purchasing. 


Steinert  Pianos  and  Players  Including 
the  Jewett,  Woodbury,  and  Aeolian; 
Music  Rolls ;  Sheet  Music  of  Classic 
and  Popular  Compositions. 


THE     CITY'S     MUSICPHONE 

QUINCY  0000 


PALMER 


FLOWERS  and   SWEETS 


1510  Hancock  Street,  Quincy 


Telephone  2481   Quincy 


(Hennessy's  Candies) 


VARNISHES 

YACHT  WHITE  and 

METAL  POLISHES 

can    be    depended    upon,    and    you    know 

where  to  find  us.     They  cost  less 

than  most  of  equal  merit 

Other  Reliable  Makes 

MARINE   HARDWARE 

and  a  full  line  of 

AUTOMOBILE  SUPPLIES 

See  the  McKee  Lens  and 
Pennsylvania  Tires 

Chandler  &  Barber  Co. 

HARDWARE 
124  SUMMER  ST.,  BOSTON 


WE  SPECIALIZE  IN  THE 


Dorothy  Dodd  Shoes  for  Women 

Ralston  Shoes  for  Men 

Drop    in    and   Examine    Our     Graduation     Stock 


JONES  f 


JUST  AROUND  THE  CORNER 
GRANITE  STREET,  QUINCY 


SHOES — for  Style,  Comfort  and  Wear 


OXFORD  and  PUMP 

For    Young   Men      and   Women 


— At    the    Quality   Store — 

MOORHEAD'S  SHOE  STORE 


1547  HANCOCK  STREET 


6  doors  from  Kinkaide's  Theatre 


FOR  GRADUATION 

We  Call  Attention  to 
Our  Immense  Assortment  of 

—SNAPPY  STYLES— 

A  Saving  in  Price — Comfort — and  a  Perfect  Fit,  guaranteed 

GRANITE  SHOE  STORE 


THE  THREE  BIG  CORD  TIRES 

Miller,  Geared  to  the  Road 
Goodrich  Silvertown 
V.  S.  Royal 

Experts  on  Tires  say  they  are  the  best  Cord  Tires  made 

We  carry  these  in  stock 

Our  store  is  rilled  with  Automobile  Tires.     All  at  the  very  lowest 
price.     Call  and  see  us  and  have  a  little  talk 


F.  W.  BENT, 


1056-58    Hancock    Street,    Quincy 


Sue  Rice  Studio 

1522  Hancock  Street 
Quincy 

Children's   Photographs 
a    Specialty 

Class  Rates  for  Students  During 
June  and  July 

FRAMES  FOR  DIPLOMAS 

Complete  Line  of  Greeting  Cards 


Westerners  Call  it  "Pep" 


flEvery  Portrait  taken  here  has  life, 
character  and  mood.  These  three 
characterize  work  from  "high  tone" 
studios.  Taylor  Portraits  have  the 
"pep"  and  finish. 

IfThey  cost  considerably  less  than  in 
metropolitan  centres — twenty  years  of 
success. 

Rates  For  Students 


1507  HANCOCK  ST., 


QUINCY 


Telephone   Quincy    486- M 


(Johnson  &  Kavanaugh) 

Printers  and  Linotypers 

Nothing  but  the  Best  at  the 
Most  Reasonable  Prices 

12  Centre  Place,  Newton,  Mass. 

Tel.  Newton  North  77 


The  Yankee  Phone  as  Good  as  its  Name 


Yankee  Phones  are  especially  designed  for  short  distance  com- 
munication between  two  points  only,  such  as  between 

House  and  garage 
Kitchen  and  maid's  room 
One  bedroom  and  another 
House  and  barn 
Office  and  workshop 
Sales  counter  and  stockroom 
Two  neighbors'  houses,  etc. 

As  simple  to  install  and  as  cheap  to  maintain  as  an  ordinary 
electric  door  bell. 

A  useful  gift  of  practical  value  to  almost  any  family. 
Send  for  Catalog  19 1 8 

S.  H.  Couch  Co.,  Inc. 

NORFOLK  DOWNS,  MASS. 

BOSTON  CHICAGO 

1  70  Purchase  Street  337  West  Madison  St. 


